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THE CHALLONERS :

THE

LLAST LEAVES OF A FAMILY HISTORY.

BY MRS. R. ROTHWELL, AMHERST ISLAND,

PART FIRST.

THE SOWING OF THE SEED.

[—

CHAPTER I.

The rain was falling; not steadily, or in
earnest, or as if it meant it, butin a lazy,
uncomfortable drizzle—a cheerless,depress-
ing damp, which turned the dust into dark
paste upon the pavement, and caused the
soot from the tall chimneys to fall in a
black shower upon the passers by.

It was the end of the working day, and
the factories were giving up their noisy
throngs, each and all glad of the night’s
rest before them and to be once more re-
leased from their labors. Most of them
left the yards in groups, composed either
of families or of parties of friends, and
anyone passing the gates of ¢ Barton
Brothers, would have noticed, as an excep-
tion to the rule, the one figure who came
out unattended and walked away with quick
step alone.

Itis a girl of some nineteen or twenty
years. Her dress, though neat, is common
and poor; but the grey plaid shawl thrown
over her hair is no unbecoming head-dress.
Most things indeed would look well on the
graceful figure, and round the fair young
face; a face in which you cannot at first tell
where the charm lies (for the features are far
from perfect,) until you discover it in the
winning sweetness of the mouth, and the
expression of the soft brown eyes; eyes
where an almost childish simplicity and

innocence are blended with passion and
depth of feeling; eyes in which you can
read, through the gentleness and timidity,
the woman’s heart below.

She comes alone through the wide gates,
drawing her shawl cioser round her as she
feels the wind; exchanging a passing
greeting here and there, but showing by
her unslackened pace that she has no wish
for a companion. Her associates return
her salutation, some with a stifled laugh,
some with a shrug, but none offer to ac-
company her, and she sets out, unattended,
on her homeward way.

The girl did not appear to heed the driv-
ing wind or the cold mist as she threaded
the crowd which now poured through the
streets. Passing for some distance along
the broad thoroughfare, she came atlastto
a narrow, crooked, side street, down which,
after a hasty glance over her shoulder, as
though to see whether any one she knew
were in sight, she hurried with a rapid step.

The sight of a man’s figure, standing in
a recess for shelter, brought a start of re-
cognition, and a still brighter flush into the
rosy cheek; but the meeting was evidently
expected, for the girl smiled and held out
her hand, and seemed to consider it as a
matter of course when the stranger took his
place by her side, and held over her head
the umbrella he had himself been using as
a protection from the rain.

‘¢ Are you later than usual to-day, Elsie?
or is it my impatience to see you that has
made the time seem so long ?”
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*“Idon’t think it is later than common, | have found the ke
but I thought the clock was never going to § character,

strike. I was tired, and I wanted the work
to be over.”

“My darling, T wish you had it not to | grey eyes,

{

The Challoners.

Y to the young man’s
: even without the clue afforded
by hfs personal appearance. The fair com-
plexion, the light hajr and moustache, the
whose €Xpression was decidedly

do; I cannot bear that you should have to | more pleasing thap intellectual, the full
R -

work so hard.”
¢ It can’t be helped,” returned the girl.
‘I am not strong enough for it, I know,

but I can earn more by factory work than : much force of ming, Looked at separately
?

anything else, and now when Teddy is ill
and my mother obliged to stay athome on
his account, we want all that we can get;
and, after all, everyone has to work, and
these walks home from the mill are reward
enough for all I do there.”

“Do you think your parents could be
induced to accept any help from me?”

Elsie started. ¢ Oh no! never, unless—
except—"" she stopped a moment, and then
added earnestly, and yet as it she were
almost afraid to speak the words. ¢ Oh,
Mr. Challoner! I wish they knew!”

The young man’s brow contracted slight-
ly. ¢ Elsie, if I could let you tell them, do
you think I would deny you what you wish?
I can depend on your discretion, but not
theirs, and a sudden disclosure might ruin
both my prospects and yours. Besides,
dearest, am not I, and my love, enough to
make you happy?”

The last words were spoken very tender-
ly, and the girl's face lost all sadness as
she looked into his, and answered with a
smile, ‘“Enough! more than enough. I
sometimes wonder why I was given such
happiness. DBut after all it is not much
wonder that the concealment comes hard.
I never had a secret in my life.”

“I hope, my darling, you will not have!

to keep this one long.”

“I do not think it will be possible,” said
Elsie. “The girls at the mill already sus-
pect, for I see them making signs and
laughing when I take this road, and no one
cver offers to come with me; and when
Teddy gets well, and mother can come to
work again, our walks will be at an end at
any rate.” '

*“Well, before that time comes, some- :

thing may happen to render further con-

cealment needless. We never can tell what

may come; I always hope for the best.”
In this sentence a keen observer might

curved lips, and Somewhat retreating lines

gf the chin; a.ll showed Allan Challoner to
e one of amiable disposition, but without

the comgonent Parts of his face were so far
from being models, that the wonder was
Fhat the.whole Conveyed so agreeable an
impression as it undoubtedly did. He
look'ed about three-and-twenty, but was in
reality two orthree Years older, the extreme

fairnes§ of his hair and complexion taking
from his apparent age,

Elsie remained si]
after his last words,
again it was on g di

€nt for some moments
and when she spoke
portued tosern fferent subject. They
. 8ether a somewhat devious route
through streets now fast thinning, for the
Wf?athel‘ was not such as to tempt anyone
without a strong motive to remain abroad.
trhough most likely not of much general
Interest, their conversation engrossed their
own .attention, and it wag only the sudden
smk'mg of a church clock close by that
reminded them how the time had passed
and of the latenesg of the hour. ’
‘“ Oh dear!” .said Elsie, with a start, ¢
late. They will
I must go.”
colded too,” said Allan,
te for dinner at home.

little one?  You go not know my father,

Elsie; I stan .
’ and as much_in awe of him as
you can do of yourg,»

So they separated
hand, and a yearp;
say they would hay,
and went their 4
suing her course
Allan returning t,
a carriage was

» with a shake of the
ng look that seemed to
eliked a fonder parting,
fferent ways—Elsie pur-
With hastened step, and
© the nearest spot where
Procurable to take him
home. And neither was aware of the figure
that had stealthily follgwed and watched
them during the firgt Part of their walk, and
was now half an hoyr in advance of Allan,

on]:he road to the same destination as him-
seil.

It was a poor dwelling of which Elsie
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opened the door, and entered without|thou’st been i’ the rain?” asked the mason.

knock or warning. A fire burned on the
hearth, on each side of which sat a coarse-
featured man of middle age, and a sickly-
looking boy of fourteen. The wife and
mother was busied in preparing the table
for the evening meal; a handsome woman,
very different from her husband, there was
a refinement in her manner and a grace
and gentleness in her movements, which
was, however, contradicted by the fierce
spirit in her eyes. It had not always shone
there. Two-and-twenty years ago Rachel
Penford, a dress-maker’s assistant, had
been the counterpart of what her daughter
was now; but in an evil hour she had mar-
ried John Ford the mason, believing that
under the rough exterior there beat a heart
which would always be warm and kind for
her. Like so many of her sex, she found
she had made a mistake. A few years of
kindness, a large number of indifference
and neglect, and then harsh treatment and
ill-usage were Rachel Ford’s story. A
woman of her husband’s own stamp would
have sunk even below his level; Rachel
did not. They had fierce quarrels some-
times, and her naturally high temper
acquired force and violence as the years
went on; but she never lost her refinement
of mind. Perhaps, in her love for her
daughter was the main-spring of her cha-
racter. Shesaw in Elsie whatshe had once
been, and trembled to think that as she was
now, so her daughter might one day be.
The woman’s whole nature was expended
in a passionate attachment to her child,
and her heart went out in a great craving
to save the innocent young life, by any
means, from such a fate as had overtaken
her own.

¢ 'What makes you so late, Alice?”
growled her father as she entered.
““Haven’t I often told you to come straight
home ?”

‘“Are you wet, my child?” was the
mother’s greeting, as she passed her hand
over Elsie’s shoulders. ¢ Thou must not
take cold.”

“The streets were slippery, father, and I
was tired and could not walk fast. No,
mother dear, I'm not wet,” said Elsie
answering both parents atonce.

‘“ And how is it thou'rt not wet when

¢ Where hast been?”

< Nowhere but in the street, father.”

“That's a lie,” said the man, coarsely.
The girl burst into tears.

¢ Now I tell you what it is, John Ford,”
interposed his wite, ¢ you let the girl
alone. Isn’t it enough that you make her
work beyond .the strength God has given
her in that factory, without abusing her
when she comes home tired and ill? Hush,
my child ; never mind him, and don’t cry.”

“ She has strength enough to go gadding
about the streets for two hours after work-
time, and I’'ll not have it. Ifyoucan’tlook
out for your own character, my wench, I'll
do it for you. You’ll find me at Barton’s
gates to-morrow; it’s the last day you’ll
come home alone.”

The scarlet flush that spread over Elsie’s
face and neck could not escape observa-
tion. ¢ Do you think the blood comes up
that way for nothing?” said Ford to his
wife with a sneer. ‘He’s a lucky man
that’s got a pretty daughter, say L.

«J¢'s fever, that’s what it is,” returned
Rachel, fiercely. ¢ The girl’s as ill as she
can be. I tell you John Ford, if you must
have the money, I'll work for it or beg for
it myself, but I'll not have my child slaved
to death before my eyes. You may say and
do what you like, but Alice shall goto that
mill no more.”

Such was Elsie’s welcome home.

Cuarter II.

Beyond the smoke of the factory chim-
neys, four miles from the town, ‘caged in
old woods,” moss and ivy-grown, and
stained with the storms of four hundred
years, lay Donningdean—the home of the
Challoners.

Either by persuasion, or more probably
by the powerful inducement of a double
fare, Allan had been enabled to reach it
five minutes before the ringing of that bell,
disregard of which was high treason inold
Mr. Challoner’s estimation. After a toilet
hurried through as he best could, he
entered the drawing-room, and found to'his

greatrelief that his father had not yetcome
down.
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The only occupant of the room was al

woman,—girl you could not call her,
though, among the many rings that shone
on her white hands, the plain gold was
wanting that would have marked her as a
matron. She had passed her first youth,
having evidently seen some eight or nine
and twenty summers; but though no
longer very young or very handsome—that
Charlotte Challoner had never been—it
was a face that no one could have passed
without remark.

You would have known at once that she
and Allan are brother and sister, for in
feature there is a strong resemblance.
There the likeness ends; for while the face
of one denotes irresolute amiability, the
other in every feature, in every curve and
line, shows stern determination and in-
domitable will.  Even the smoothly-
braided hair, where no curl or ripple
breaks bounds, and the firm grasp with
which the slender fingers hold the fire-
screen before her face, tell the same tale.
As she gazes in the fire, is there, or do you
fancy it, an expression of pain and sorrow
in her face? If so, you feel that it is a sor-
row to be borne alone—that the sufferer is
one who will never ask for sympathy, who,
will never utter murmur or complaint.

She looked up for a moment as her
brother entered, but did not speak, and
immediately resumed her gaze at the fire.

¢ How hot you have this room, Char-
lotte! Is that a fire for April? The place
is like a factory furnace!”

Miss Challoner’s face darkened; but her
father’s hasty entrance prevented the neces-
sity of a reply. He came in glancing at
the clock, which showed that he was a
minute and a half behind the dinner-hour.

“You are punctual, Allan. I am rather
late. I mislaid my—Come, Charlotte,” as
dinner was announced, and, giving hisarm
to his daughter, he led the way to the
dining-room. Either his son’s preciseness
or his consciousness of his own delin-
quency had put the old man in a better
humor than usual, and he and Allan sus-
tained during dinner an animated conver-
sation; but on Miss Challoner’s part the

- meal passed almost in silence.

As Allan was enjoying his evening

cigar, sauntering up and down the garden

The Challoners.

path before the g8reenhouse door, he was
startled by the sudden appearance of his
sister beside him, She had a large white
shawl wrapped round her over her light
dress, and with her uncovered head and
b‘are arms, looked almost ghostly in the
light of the young moon and the few stars
that appeared through the rifted clouds,
for the rain had ceased.

‘“Papa is asleep,” she said, ““and I wish
to speak to you, Allan,”

‘“Speak away;
careless reply.

“I want you to tel] me how you em-
ployed yourself this afternoon?”

“1 was in Stormington," said Allan
shortly. ’

“I know that.
did there?”

(3
. YOI“ Ar€ very curious. If you must
now, I'took lunch 4 Charlton’s rooms,

m_]d plfxyed & game of billiards afterwards
with him and Moore.”

*“And that was g]]»

(13

hUpon my word, you tax my memory
rather severely! How can I account for
every moment of 1y tjme

f‘ I cfm a}ccount for some of it for you,”’
said his sister slowly and coldly. ¢ For
the last hour o‘f Your stay in Stormington, |
you were walking with Alice Ford.”

There was a moment’

“I“Rea'llv,". said the young man at last,
“Tam lr&ﬁ.mtely obliged for your interest
inmy a axrs.. Will Yyou allow me to ask
you to attend in future to your own?”

(43 ~
. .The honor c?f our family is my affair.
V‘V‘I‘S\h Jou considereq it aq much yours.”
B 1 Ia.y I enquire if the family honor con-
sists with the employment of spies?”
6 1
It is of no use, Allan, your being either
angry (?r sarcastic. | suspected that you
entertained a toolish fancy for this girl

:hin s]he Was employeq here; but I hoped

1:.1 when she was dismissed you would
folge—t it. Ifind it g not so; but you must
break off all €onnection with her now.”

IBM v,

. ]\?’t at your €ommand, my imperious
sister.

] It s nr?t My command,” said Miss
.(,hallfmel, n the same cold, calm manner -
in which she hag spoken from the begin-
ning. 50!“? people commended Charlotte
Challoner's commang of temper; but there

Im listening,” was the

I want to know what you

s pause.
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were others who averred that it was more | your example in conduct which I entirely

hard to bear than any passion into which
she could have flown. ‘¢ Itis not mycom-
mand. It is simply the necessity of the
case.”

“It is simply an impossibility, then; for
I have promised to marry Alice Ford, and
I am a Challoner, and keep my word.”

“] expected nothing less. I believe
there is no act of folly you would not com-
mit; but this, at any rate, you shall not
do.”

« How will you prevent it?”

«“How long do you suppose you will be
the heir of Donningdean when my father
discovers the disgrace you intend bringing
on our name?’ )

«He won’t thwart me. I am his only
son, and Alice is worthy of any lot. I
have intended to tell him for some time;
and if, as I suppose you mean, you tell him
now, you will only hasten ‘the end a little.”

Allan spoke bravely, but at heart he felt
a cold fear. His sister, in spite of her
assured words, was by no means certain
that the old man would discard his son for
his marriage, however low. Allan’s can-
dor made a change of plan needful.

¢ suppose you think,” she said in a softer
tone, ¢ that because our father permitted
Anne’s marriage he will also allow yours.
But do you not see the difference? You,
the representative of the family, the only
one who can transmit the name. Doesnot
the very fact that one of us has already
made a misalliance render it the more
needful that the rest should act otherwise?
Oh! Allan, have you no regard for what
we have been, and should still be?”

“Yes; but I have a greater regard for
Alice and my own word.”

¢ Allan, four yearsago I gaveup my own
love. I refused one to whom I had given
all my heart, because I thought it a mar-
riage unworthy of a Challoner. Can you
give me no credit for the sacrifice? Will
you not do the same?”

<« don't see that you deserve much
credit. You broke the heart of a man who
loved you far better than you deserved. If
you could so treat him—and you only gave
up one thing you liked for another you
liked better—if you thought it right, well
and good, only don’t expect me to follow

disapprove.”

“Qur father will never forgive you,
Allan.”

“Yes, he will; perhaps not at first, but I
can wait. Don’t think me harsh, Char-
lotte. I would please you if I could; but
you see we are so different. You put pride
before everything else, and T put happiness
a long way before pride.”

“You are determined, then?” in a low,
strange tone.

“Quite determined. I love Alice. I
have promised to marry her, and my father
will forgive me in the end, if not now.”

Charlotte thought so, too, and saw that
she must play her last card. There are
moments in our lives when every other
feeling gives way to one master pas-
sion—when to gain our end we are willing
to risk or sacrifice all, and are willing to
take the consequences. So it was now
with Charlotte Challoner. It may seem to
some an insufficient cause; but with her
the pride of family and the love of wealth
and distinction was the absorbing idea of
her soul. To it she had sacrificed her hap-
piness, and with it every soft and womanly
feeling, and she resolved that another
should not defeat the purpose for which
she had given up so much, and yet enjoy
what she must never hope for now. Like
most proud natures, she could feel bitter
resentment, and many of her brother’s
words had roused that feeling at present;
but she kept it down, and though her eyes
gleamed fiercely, and her lip trembled, she
still spoke calmly enough.

“As you will, Allan; I have but one more
argument to use, and if you resist that you
must take your own course. Come with
me for a moment to the library.”

Wondering, he followed her; and she
took from a locked desk a small folded
paper, which she held carefully with both
her hands.

¢« [ would have spared you this, Allan, if
I could. Had I any hope that you would
listen to reason, I should not do this. As
itis, I have no choice. You say that our
father would forgive your marriage with a
factory girl; I do not know; it seems tome
there is no regard left for our old dignity
but in me, and he might be as weak as he
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was with Anne five years ago. NotsoI. I| never known unti]

have vowed that you shall not so disgrace
us, or that if you do, you shall suffer like
the rest. Refuse what I demand, marry
Alice Ford, now or at any other time, and
I place that paper in my fathers
hands.”

She unfolded and held it towards him.
The young man looked it over, at first
carelessly, then with breathless eagerness.
As he came to the end he turned deathly
white and sunk trembling on the nearest
chair.

‘ That would make a difference, you
think? He might forgive his son’s marri-
age, though a low one; but he would
hardly acknowledge yours.”

She spoke bitterly, and Allan covered his
face. ‘“ What does it mean, Charlotte
he asked at last in a faint tone.

‘““Have you not read it! What can it
mean, except what is there stated in plain
words? That you are no Challoner, but
the child of the nurse, substituted in
infancy for my mother’s child who died.”

The young man sat silent, as if stunned
by the suddenness of the blow. * Howdid
you come to know this? Why have you
concealed it till now?”

“I never intended to reveal it; never
should have 1evealed it for a less all-
important cause. I came to the knowledge
four years ago. When the woman who
had practised the shameful imposture was
dying, she sent for me, and confessed to me
the whole.”

“Tell me all,” said Allan hoarsely;
‘“and remember you are speaking of my
mother.”

‘“'To what purpose should I go over the
shameful story? She was my nurse and
your mother; she could not acknowledge
her child and keep her place; but circum-
stances favored her. You have heard what
our—my mother’s health was after, not
vour birth, but that of the child you repre-
sent; you have heard how she and my
father went abroad, leaving their children
to a friend’s care. Friends are careless; no
watch was kept over the nurses; the infant
sickened and died; you were substituted;
and when months afterward my father and
mother returned, who could disclose the
imposture? No one; and the truth was
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death-bed repentance
brought it to light. g
“And are yoy Content now?
happy that You driye
nameless wanderer, from
have believed my own |
““ Allan,
still.”
‘“What do You mean?
Just told me I apy, nothin
believed myself.to be? that instead ofbeing
a Cha]l?ner, heir to 4 noble name, I am a
servant’s base-born child »’
“‘Sl};arlotte St her teeth and frowned.
an, have you forgotten that I have had
that paper for four years? That at any
moment I might haye g; i
tontes Thans ot d disclosed its con-

dead; the clergyman who heard and sign-

ed her confession is dead; no one knows
the secret but yg two; and no one living
need ever know it

unle
it shall be en o 0 §8 you choose that

6 Charlotte, what d

3

“We have been brought up together,
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ing; his mind was filled with considera-
tions of his own. Charlotte saw her advan-
tage and hastened to follow it up.

“Think well, Allan, before you act. You
may of course tell my father all, disclose to
him a secret which will bring shame and
sorrow on him, and ruin on yourself; or
you may retain all you now possess, you
may enjoy name, inheritance, all—and I
will never allude again to this night’s con-
versation. Consider well before you de-
cide.”

Again there was a strange fluttering in
her tone, and she hardly breathed as she
waited for the young man’s answer. That
answer should have come at once you
think? He should have rejected the
temptation, scorned to act the false part,
and braved the consequences with the cou-
rage of a man? No doubt; but consider
how great the temptation was, how weak
he was to resist it, and you will scarcely
wonder at, though you may despise him
for the reply.

« And the conditions of your silence? I
am to give up Alice?”
“That of course.

pointin dispute.”

«“But why are you so eager? Do you
consider that all 7 gain you lose?”

«1 have told you that far before all other
considerations With me, comes the pre-
servation of the family honor and name.”

Allan buried his face in his hands, and
was silent. The struggle was long, but the
bribe was too great to be resisted. When
he at last looked up his face was very
white.

¢« Charlotte,” he said, “you are the
tempter in woman's form. What your
object may be I do not know ; that you have
some to which you do not confess I am
sure; but it is nothing tome. You ask me

That is the whole
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to break my plighted word to the girl I
love, and whose heart I have won; youask

.me to bind myself to a life of everlasting

deceit; to entail on myself my own con-
tempt and yours; and for what? That a
false heir may inherit your father’s estates,
and rob you and your sister of your rights!
I should suspect the whole to be a fiction,
but that I cannot conceive the possibility
ofyour forging such a tale, and I'know the
signature of the excellent man who has
witnessed to the truth of the confession. I
suppose T must believe the story to be true.
You have the power over me, and I yield.
1 despise myself, but I cannot brave the
consequences of letting the truth- be
known.”’

Miss Challoner had winced under some
of his words; but she now heaved a deep

sigh of relief. Her end was gained.

_“ You accept the conditions then? I have
your promise?”

<My promise never to marry Alice Ford.
No more.”

¢« require no more. I will take care
that you have nothing more to do with
her?”

« And on your head be the blame of
whatever evil may come.”

«] am willing to bear it. I fear none.”

« Will you put that paper «in the fire?”

Charlotte shook her head. ¢ Throw
away my sword? No,” she said.

*“May we close this pleasant conversa-
tion for the present? I suppose if you keep
that paper you intend resuming it at a
future time; but is there anything more to
be said now!” .

Miss Challoner made no reply in words,
but she closed the desk from which she
had taken the paper, as she shook her head.
She had not replaced the paper, but took
it with her as she left the room.

(To be continued.)



A Chapter for the Women of the Dominion

A CHAPTER FOR THE WOMEN OF THE DOMINION

BY ANNIE P

Our American sisters, we believe, claim,
and generally receive, the credit of inaugu-
rating what is familiarly = called the
¢“Women’s Rights” movement; and we
Canadian women, though not quite so
‘demonstrative, are, I think, at one with
them, in so far as their efforts go to elevate
and bless the race of womankind.

1t is only in keeping with the progress
of this nineteenth century, that so many
fields of usefulness have opened up to
women ; and while we rejoice that this is soy
and that many scores of them are living
to bless the world, we confess that we are

not yet reconciled to the idea of women

pleading at the bar and being ordained
to the charge of churches.

“Dr. Mary, &c. &c.,” and “Revd.
Emma, &c., &c.,” grate harshly on our ear;
but then we have been brought up in that
quiet, old-fashioned creed which teaches
that the true sphere of woman is the home;
and while we have a rather doubtful sort
of admiration for those of our sex who
have overstepped the old limits and fear-
lessly walked in paths before unknown to
female feet, we yet cling to the faith in
which we were nursed.

In one particular, however, our opinion
s fixed, though we are quiet about it as
yet. We don’t believe that women should
bedeprived the privilege of voting, simply of
because they are women ; and we do believe
that when the franchise is extended to
them, better men will sit in the council
rooms and legislative halls of our land.
" We hope to see the day.

As we have hinted, we do not quite advo-
cate * Women’s Rights” in the popular
acceptation of the term; but there are
rights which all women possess, and which
we think are generally accorded to them,
and among these the sublime right to bring
a good influence and a noble example to
bear on society. This ‘“ Women’s Right,”
who shall dispute?
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are quite uninterested and have no par-
ticular place or principle. ’

We claim that every true woman should
belong to some Temperance organization,
and with her sympathies and her influence,
yes, even her name, help the movement
forward in its blessed mission.

We are aware that we quite shock the
delicate sensibilities of some of our sisters
with this proposition, and from our hearts
we pity them.

We pity the women in this age and
land who have no interest in this matter.
We pity the women who think  taking the
pledge” is quite beneath them, and only
necessary for drunkards—that ladies should
have nothing to do with it. Ay, and we
pity those women Who in the face of facts
which are only too glaring, are steadily and
persistently helping to make drunkards.

What shall become of the women who to-
day, in this age of enlightenment on the
Temperance question, are found putting
liquor to the lips of young men? Shame
on the women who have not the womanli-
ness and moral courage to banish this evil
from their parties and entertainments!

What shall we say, with what voice and
persuasive power can we speak to influence
such >—for the field of their influence is
large ; they sow a bad seed and the harvest
will be sure and rich for ruin.

There always Will be two classes in
society—those who adopt right principles
from conscientious motives, and abide by
them, fighting for them through all adverse
influences; and those who, because of no
decided principles or opinions of their own,
follow in the lead of what is generally
conceded to be faskionable—that is, the
customs of those in a higher scale of society
than they. Now, because of this well-under-
stood fact, we claim, dear sisters in high
places, that it is your prerogative to intro-
duce for once a fashion which shall win
enduring fame.

We call upon you, women in prominent
positions in the society of our Dominion,
because of the influence your positions give,
because of the many who wili follow what
is called fashionable, because of the great
responsibility thus devolving upon vou:
we call upon you toset a noble, bold,
example in this matter of Temperance—
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nay, total abstincnce. We pray you to open
your eyes to the giant evil about you and
be womanly enough, be brave enough, be
Christian enough, to take the right stand
for your country, and your country will
have cause to be grateful to you in all its
time to come.

Hear no longer the accursed convention-’

alities of society, which rule that wines
and liquors are indispensable to the proper
maintenance of your houses, and resolve,
God helping you, that you will battle in
your own circles, with the mighty weapons
of influence and example, againstthis dread
foe.

How many married men in this Dominion
are ‘““licensed to sell wine and spirituous
liquors”? Not acity, town, orvillage—nay,
the most sparsely populated district of our
land, but is cursed with this ‘‘license to
sell.” Shame to such Government! Far
greater would be the revenue if every
drunkard were a sober citizen. Oh for the
men and gene;ation that will grapple with
this evil, and purge our land from these
licenses to deal out death—temporal and
eternal! But here, women, wives, you have
a work to do. Said a wife to us afew days
since, ‘“When my husband went into
business he resolved to deal in liquor, and
I resolved he should not; and night and
day, with tears and prayers, I rested not till
I had succeeded in persuading him.” A
wife’s influence can thus do much. Oh wives,
be not clothed and fed with the purchase of
human misery! Be no longer ambitious of
houses and lands at the expense of poor
ruined souls. Be no longer forgetful of the
““woe” of the Word of God pronounced
against the man that ¢ putteth the bottle to
his neighbor’s lips.”

And now, women, everywhere throughout
the land, mothers, wives, and daughters, in
all circles and in all employments, in your
life and practice and influence we do
beseech you serve your day and genera-
tion in a firm, strong, steadfast allegiance
to the cause which, under God, will open
up the way to the true prosperity of our
land.

Every woman enlisted in the Temperance
movement: this is what we want to see.
God speed the day!

‘Then children, the hope of the country,

'
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will be taught to shun the wine-cup
and the wine-bibber; they will be taught
the true value ot money, that it is not to be
procured at the price of human degradation
and ruin, they will be taught to reverence
the teachings of the Book of books, which
are very explicit on this subject, and not
to be mistaken, nor unheeded.

Looking at the state of society, at its
manners and customs, at its prejudices
deep rooted, at its depraved tastes and
appetites ; looking, as we cannot help, at the
careless indifference to this subject of the
rulers of our land,we might well be disposed
to give up and deem it of little use to lift our
tfeeble voice or pen, in hope of ever seeing
any change for the better. But not so.

We have a blessed faith that truth and
right shall prevail, and we have a firm
conviction that the women of the Dominion
in this day, have individually and col-
lectively a highand holy duty to perform,
and a deep and solemn responsibility to
bear, that the youth of the land may be
educated up to the proper temperance
standard—that the insatiable appetite of the
governments of ourtime, for the accursed

license money, may die with them, and that

this land shall one day proudly stand forth,
freed from the curse of illgotten gain,

O women, shrink not from your duty.

A‘dopt the principles of total abstinence,
!Jlnd them on Your hearts, be true to them
in you.r homes and in society, and whether
your circle of influence be extensive or con-
fined, resolve in the fear of God to perform
your part. Let no thinking, right-minded
woman keep silent of indifferent on this
matter: let none be heedless of the crying
ne.ed of the day, but let us all with zeal and
'eﬁort, feeble and great, with word and
influence and example, exert ourselves in
our might to work for the cause of
Temperance.

Last but not least, dear sisters, in our
we.akness, We stand not unhelped. The
mighty 'Helper of the helpless is on ourside.

To Him let us bring our plea, unceasing,
and fervent, that He may hasten the day
when alcohol shalj cease out of the land.

Dear sisters of this Dominion, to live
:m'd wqu, and pray for the furtherance of
tl'ns righteous cauge is our God-given
right, which let none of us dare to ignore.

HOME.

BY ESTELLE.

'Tis but a withered violet!
A tiny, tiny thing,
But it brings such memorics to my heart
As only flowers can bring;
For in the happy days of yore,
In that quict home of ours,
We marked each puassing scason
By the fragrance of its flowers.

Bluc violets in April,
Muaking all the air perfume,
And daffodils and gay jonquils
Brightening the showery gloom!
Oh ! here in the grim old city,
My heart longs e’en to pain,
For the perfume and the heauty
Ot wood violets again.

And May’s exquisite swectness
In the valley lily dwells,

As hidden in the shadow
It chimes its snowy bells;

\\,‘fll? the apple-blogsoms scent the air—
. Tulips in gay attire,
Gleam from thejr

Like emerald setting,

#ems of colored fire.

But June! the month of roses,

o Is the glorioys month for n,w!

Then .cn.rlh, and air, bird, sky, and flower
All join in Jubilee 1

The syringa drifts its blossoms
On the heuvy-sccmcd air;

And we offer Praise with perfume,
That God’s world was madc so fair !

Ol‘z !ﬂhnppy is the wanderer
Th'\tlt‘h-c:mhly hoine so sweet,

a ‘lt.s memory jg 5 perfume
Gliding past on flowery feet !
And sweet to every loving heart

Wherever it may roam,

Is the fragr, i
¢ fr agrance of familiar flowers

That takes jt back to Home |
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THE LEGENDS OF THE MICMACS.

BY REV. S. T. RAND, HANTSPORT, N. S.

INCIDENTS IN THE PROGRESS OF THE

KWEDECH WAR—CAPTIVES RESCUED.

I have received from an intelligent
Indian quite a connect2d series of events
connected with this war, and the final one
which resulted in a lasting peace. Bui,
instead of following the order of events, I
will select a few which will tend to illus-
trate the Indian character, and to show
what skill and cunning were often mari-
fested in outwitting their foss. Even if
some of the events never happened, there
was still skill manifested in the invention
of the story, and we need not set aside the
history wholly because some of the
incidents seem suspicious. All ancient
history, and some too that is modern,
would fare badly if pressed by too sweeping
a criticism. It may be fairly questioned if
all the speeches said to have been made on
the day of battle, and all the incidents of
great generalship ascribed to our ancient
warriors, occurred exactly and literally es
reported. Some little license may surely
be allowed even to the civilized historian.
Let us not deal more harshly with our
savage brother.

During the Kwedech war the following
incident is said to have occurred. A party
from Canadacamedown upon the Micmacs,
and found a solitary wigwam in which
were two women,; one of whom had a young
child. Their husbands were away in the
woods hunting. The Kwedeches killed the
child and left it, and carried away the
women.

One of the men, the (ather of the child,
was alarmed by @ dream which s¢emed to
indicate that all was not right at home. e
told his dream in the morning to his com-
rade, and they concluded to hasten home.
When they arrived they found that the
enemy had been there, the women were
gone, the little boy was dead, his body,

pierced by a sharp stick, was stuck up
in the ground in the centre of the wig-
wam, and his flesh literally roasted before
the fire. The object of this cruelty was,
like the shocking barbarities perpetrated
on women and children in the late Sepoy
Rebellion, to take vengeance on the whale
tribe; to aggravate not only the poor
father,but also all who should be compelled
to hear the horrid tale.

By the tracks of their snowshoes the
Micmacs not only learned the number of
the enemy, but also the tribe to which they
belonged; each tribe having their snow-
shoes, their canoes, their paddles, &c.,
made after a peculiar pattern. It was re-
solved to pursue them at once, ard if they
could not rescue the women, to die in the
attempt. So they took the trail and set off.
Before night they came up to the place
where the enemy had encamped a day or
two before. A large wigwam had been
erected, with a door at each end. They
followed on and came up to the spot where
the second night had been passed. Next
day they proceeded cautiously, and after
night had setin they overtook the foe. The
warriors were all asleep around a large
wigwam inside. A fire was burning at
each end of the lodge. The lodge had two
doors, one at each end, near each of which
stood a large birchen vessel called a boock-
kajjoo, filled with water. The captive
women were seated, one near each door,
and they were engaged in mending the
men’s moccasins.

The Micmacs now plan to notify the
women of their arrival. And it was done
thus. One of them crept stealthily up to
the door and ungirding his belt quietly
passed it under the edge of the bark next
the ground, slipping it along by her side.
She perceived it and understood the * dis-
patch 7 at a glance.  Out she goes quietly
to reconnoitre, and immediately learns the
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state of things. There were no sentries
posted. The Indian of that day scorned
to set a man to watch him as he slept. The
posting of sentries is said to have been one
of the hardest things the Europeans
had to teach their Indian allies. So the
woman who first came out was sent in to
call out the other, and after a brief con-
sultation they had arranged their plans.
First, all the moccasins were collected,
carried out and hidden. The women were
then directed to run for life towards their
own country. Next a stout cord was tied
across each doorway, just high enough to
trip up a man when rushing out. This
done, each man stepped quietly in, one at
each door, and took up the vessel of water
that stood there, and dashed it over the
fire, thus involving all within in darkness.
They now raise the war-whoop, putting on
all steam, and it seems to the startled
warriors that there are scores of enemies
around them. Each one seizes his hatchet
and springs to his feet, and not doubting
but that the tent is filled by the foe, com-
mences to deal death in every direction.
All is confusion and uproar, and the work
of destruction goes rapidly on.

Meanwhile, the two Micmacs are station-
ed, one at each door outside, hatchet in
hand, when any one attempts to rush out
he is tripped by the cord that is stretched
across and falls, and one blow from the
tomahawk dispatches him. Those within
are soon all dispatched but two, and these
are easily taken prisoners. The poor fel-
lows are ‘“ handcuffed ”” and ¢ fettered ” and
sent to bear the tidings to their own tribe
of their defeat, and to report that it was
done by fwo Micmacs.

If the reader is curious to know how the
savages used to handcuff their prisoners
and fetter them, I can furnish him with
the details, although I must confess to not
a little shrinking from the task. A knife
was passed under some of the cords ol
each wrist, the hands were placed behind
the prisoner’s back, and a thong was then
passed under the cords in the incision
made by the knife, and firmly tied. To
‘“fetter” him they made an incision under
the cord of each heel, passed a thong
through the holes, and tied his feet
together, just allowing him scope enough
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to‘ walk. In’this gaq plight the two
prisoners were thys dismissed, and their
tormentors Fttle recked whether the poor
fellows ever reached their village or not.
Their own vengeance
wreaked, and the
their own homes

had been amply
Y returned in triumph to

ANOTHER INCIDENT—oxE MAN DROWNS A
WHOLE ARMmY.

A war party of Kwedeches had been
dowT1 upon their enemies and had taken
a chief prisoner, with his wife and their
two sons. ’.I‘he boys were quite small.

IF was winter. On their way back to
ﬂ:‘e.lr own place they got scarce of pro-
vxs.lons, and one morning the Kwedech
chief told his captive that he had had a
very curious dream. « I dreamed,” said
he, * that we made a dinper of one of your
bo.ys.’j “ Very well,” said the other, ¢ the
child is in your hands. Youcan do as you
p]fiase-” It was accordingly done. The
child was killeq and eaten. Pretty soon
another dream of the same import was
related for the edification éf the captive

father, and again p
€ consented t -
natural deed. 0 the un

The father of the ch

i ! ildren could conceal
his emotions if he

had any, But the
mother was not so indiﬁ'erent, and loudly
lamented their fate. Her husband con-
sequently told the Kwedech chief he might
as well leave her ang give her her liberty.
“You have me a Prisoner,” said he, * and
you have killed ajj my children; let this
sufﬂce.’ Allow the boor woman to go back
hctme.’ To this Proposaj the other com-
ph?d, and the woman wag dismissed.
soon.after this they came to a lake, but
as nothing had beep taken in the shape of
game, they were still sorely pressed for

food, and it was Proposed to sacrifice one
of the men.

“ But,” said the ca

Ptive, “ would you no
prefer beaver meat t . 3 t

Sy © human flesh? IHere
;)sa axe, Z": I can see plainly traces of
dc?aver.h * unting party was thereupon
ispatched in quest of these animals; but
they returned Unsuccessful. ¢ QOh, you
know nothing aboyt hunting beaver,” said
the captive. ¢ Gijy, me my hands for a
few hours, and follow my directions, and

I'll soon bring you plenty of game.” So
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they tried him, and untied him. He headed | canoes all together so as to form a sort of

the hunting party and they took care that
he himself should be unarmed.

Now it so happened that all round the
lake there were small coves running back
into the woods. On each of these coves a
hole was cut through the ice and a man
was stationed at the hole to watch. This
disposed of all the warriors, and they were
at some distance from each other,and com-
pletely screened from view. Having placed
every man at his post, our hunter next
returns to visit each place. Coming near
the man stationed there he pretends to
listen, seems to hear a beaver, calls the
other’'s attention to it, and while the other
is stooping down over the hole and wholly
off his guard, the wily warrior seizes him
and plunges him head first into the hole,
giving him a good shove under the ice. In
this manner he proceeds from place to
place until he has dispatched the whole.
He now walks back to the camp where the
Kwedech chief has remained and makes
report. At the same time he dispatches
him at a blow, and then leisurely returns
on his way, rejoins his wife, and goes
home to announce his victory and receive
the plaudits of his people.

ANOTHER INCIDENT—AN ARMY DESTROYED
BY TWO WOMEN. '

Two families had gone up beyond the
Grand Falls on the St. John River, the
Oolastook of New Brunswick, on a hunting
excursion, and had taken up their residence
there for the time being. A war party of
the Kwedeches coming down discovered
the wigwam and took the two women
prisoners. ‘They had a large number of
canoes and the women were obliged to
assist; they were employed as pilots, and
were not bound-

The day was fine, and the river clear of
obstructions and smooth, and as night
approached the warriors enquired of the
captives if the river was of the same cha-
racter for a long distance down. They
assured them that it was so, and that they
might safely remain out on its bosom all
night. Of the falls a few miles below,
they took care to say nothing. Thus lulled
into security the warriors lashed their

raft, and let them float with the current,
and soon all hands were fast asleep. But
the women were not asleep. They were
wide awake. When they were sufficiently
near to the cataract to secure their object,
and sufficiently far from it to secure them-
selves, the women quietly slipped into the
water and swam ashore. The raft dashed
over the falls. Some of the men were
awakened before the final plunge, but
escape was then impossible, and the whole
party was destroyed. The women were .
soon joined by some of the men of their
own tribe. They found the dead bodies
below the falls, and stripped off their
clothing and ornaments and carried off
great spoil. There was great joy among
their friends when the news was received at
their village; there was feasting and danc-
ing, and the women who had planned and
executed the daring feat were ever after
held in high honor by their tribe.

INDIAN STRATEGY—THREE MEN COUNTED
AS A LARGE ARMY.

With one more incident I close this
paper. Right glad am I to say that while
the following story exhibits great shrewd-
ness and strength of intellect, there is
nothing to shock one’s nerves in it. No-
body was killed and nobody hurt. We are
shocked, as we well may be, over the petty
details of a savage raid, or a Sepoy rebel-
lion. But what were all these together to
be compared with the wholesale slaughter
and the widespread misery and anguish
which Heaven has had to gaze upon and
thousands of mortals have had to feel for
the last ten years even in countries called
Christian! Oh that the time may soon
come when war shall cease!

Oh'! come that blissful day
When our Redeciner’s sway,
Shall control all the nations and every heart subdue :
Then through the wilderness
Shall ring the sounds of peace,
And mountain, rock and forest the echoing notes
renew,

But I must not moralize or comment,
though the temptation is strong to do so.
The reader muv make his own reflections
and T will go on with my story.
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A large war party of the Kwedeches were
on their way down one of the large rivers
that lead up towards their country, and the
party was discovered by a solitary hunter
belonging to the tribe whose territory was
about to be invaded. They did not dis-
cover this man, and he allowed them to
pass on. ‘But as soon as night came on he
managed under cover of the darkness to
pass down by them. Launching hiscanoe
he glided down the river until he saw their
fires on the bank where they had landed
for the night. Then he went ashore and
carrying his canoe on his shoulders he
took a circuit round the enemy, when he
again launched and pushed on for dear
life to sound the alarm in the village to
which he belonged.

It so happened that nearly all the able-
bodied men were absent, and only two
besides himself were found who were able
to confront the enemy. These could, of
course, do but little by open force, but they
might accomplish much by a little manage-
ment. So they manned three canoes and
pushed on to meet the enemy.

They took their time and could choose
their own ground. Selecting a place where
a sharp angle in the river made an extend-
ed point of land, they halted below the
point and there waited for the foe. As
soon as the Kwedech *“ fleet ” hove in sight
one of these canoes passed up round the
point, halted, looked up at the enemy, and
immediately landed and drew the canoe
ashore. The enemy immediately followed
suit. They too halted, looked, and landed
on the opposite side above. Canoe num-
ber two of the Micmacs now immediately
followed the foremost and landed, drawing
the canoe ashore. This was followed by
canoe number three, and by the time this

‘Kwedech €amp moved oyt to
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one was fairly up out of sight of the enemy
th? first one had been conveyed across the
point t'>ack into the Wwater, and came round
t.he point again” as Number four, and thus
till dark canoce after canoe was seen by the
watchful €nemy to round that point, and to
land, and to be drawn up into the woods,
t}']e thre_e men diligently keeping up the
c.1rculat|on. After darkness came on they
lighted torcheg and kept up the work of
landing all night,

The poor.Kwedeches could not tell what
Fo mak'e of it. It seemed as if the warriors
in t.helr enemies’ country had come out
against t‘hem. They called a council of
wir and it was decided that to attack such
'an overwhelming force was madness
They resolved to sue for peace. ,

. > So early
in the morning gz solitary canoe

from the

: : an interven-
Ing rock with a “flag of truce.” This was

met by a single canoe from the other side.
The terms of beace were discussed and
after due deliberation, agreed to. Thé
hatchf:ts were burieq, and when the enemy
had discovered the ruse they were rather

pleased than otherw;
: 'Wise
confirmed. » and the peace was

N. B.— inci
B.—These 1ast two incidents were re-

Iate(.i to me by an inte]ligent Indian of the
Malisect Tribe, who resides at Frederic-
:zﬂlg?-ri‘t, ;Inlg he represented the parties
> N macs but Maliseets. The
last mf:xdent, he said, finished the war
The Muj‘mac account of ypess ﬁnishing-oﬁ.'
contest is one of g very different kind. But
these two tribes, a¢ they are near each
T a hundred years and
Pdly terms, might easily
'€s mixed up together.

more been on frie
get their war stor
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NEWFOUNDLAND.

BY REV. A, HARVEY, ST. JOHNS, N.F.

HUNTING THE SEAL —ITS EXCITEMENTS
AND PERILS.

A very important day in Newfoundland
is the first day of March. On that day,
should the harbors be clear of ice, and the
wind favorable,some ten or twelve thousand
men embark for the vast ice fields that, at
this season, overspread the Atlantic to the
north and north-east of Newfoundland.
The perils and hardships to be encountered,
in small and often frail vessels, amid these
stormy, ice-laden seas, are very great. But
what dangers will not man brave when
impelled by the love of gain or glory!
Such hardy, daring tellows, whose ¢ home
is on the deep,” are so familiarized with
its perils, that they never hesitate to steer
right among grinding icebergs, crashing
floes and hummocks piled up into glittering
ice-palaces. In pursuit of their prey they
leap from ““pan” to ‘‘pan” of floating ice,
with the agility of wild goats among the
Alpine heights. Their vessel may be
caught between two floating masses and
crushed to atoms as a Naysmith hammer
would crush a nut-shell; but they will
manage to save a small stock of provisions,
and perhaps a punt or two, and make their
way over the ice to some other more
fortunate ship. Or perhaps their craft is
beset—¢ jammed” in the ice,—and they are
carried hundreds of miles along with the
floating ice-fields. Still they will patiently
bide their time, and when the ice opens
around them, they will dash away north-
ward and come home at last treasure-laden.
Surprisingly few lives are lost, each year,
considering the perils of the voyage. Their

_ object is to reach theunknown ice-meadows
on which the seals have cast their young,
about the middle of February, and which,
by the great Arctic current, are drifted
past our shores. The young seals remain
on the ice for four or five weeks, fed by
their mothers” milk, and growing with

incredible rapidity. When a month old,
they are in the most perfect condition.
They are, in fact, masses of tender fat
wrapped in down-covered skins, and the oil
obtained from them then is of the best
quality. The hunters, therefore, aim at
reaching them when in their plump baby-
hood. Then, too, they are easily captured,
and a slight blow with the ¢ gaff”” on the
nose dispatches them. Only the fat and
skin, called the ¢ pelt” or ¢ scalp”’—are
brought away,—the carcase is abandoned
as useless. It is however, a matter of
hap-hazard, to alarge extent, whether any
vessel will strike the region where these
tribes of plump *‘ white coats” are disport-
ing. There is no doubt room for the
display of skill and pluck in over-
coming difliculties and taking advantage
of winds and currents,—but the most
sagacious seal-hunters fail at times, and
confess that “time and chance” have far
more to do with success than sagacity and
experience. The excitements and dangers
of the seal-hunt have an irresistible charm
for these men; and the splendid returns of
the venture, when successful, invest it
almost with the fascination of a gambling
table. DBut there are several blanks to a
prize, and after battling with the billows
for weeks, the poor sealers often come into
port empty-handed, and have to return to

their homes with hunger staring them in
the face.

STEAM versus WIND.

Until within the last few years, the
seal fishery, was carried on in strongly-
built sailing vessels of 140 or 180 tons
tons burthen. Five or six years ago,
the first steamer was tried in this fishery,
amid many misgivings and many predic-
tions of failure; but so satisfactory have
been the results, that this year a fleet of
fifteen steamers leaves our ports for the
ice-fields. In competition with steamers,
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sailing vessels have but a poor chance.|are left on deck to cool for a few

The steamer cleaves her way through the
ice, in spite of winds and currents, picking
up the seals as she goes, following them
wherever indications are favorable, and
holding on to a ¢ patch” of seals, when a
sailing vessel would be driven off by an
uniavorable wind or arrested by a sudden
change in the weather. Besides, the
steamer can make two trips to the ice and
at times even ‘hree; this is rarely done
by any sailing vessel. It is not wonderful,
then, that our seal-hunters scramble eagerly
to get berths on board the steamers, in
preference to sailing vessels. In a few
years the latter will have disappeared.
Had we more enterprisc and capital here,
steamers owned and managed by joint-
stock companies would be likely to prove
an excellent investment of capital. Some
steamers have cleared their cost in a single
season; but even they at times return
‘“clean.”

THE FIELD OF SLAUGHTER.

It is a welcome sound to the ears of the
seal-hunters, as their vessel is crashing
through the ice, when the whimpering cry
of the young seals is heard. Their cry
has a remarkable resemblance to the sob-
bing or whining of an infant in pain. No
sooner is this sound heard than the vessel
is arrested in her course, and all hands are
at once onthe ice, if solid enough, in search
of their prey, or should the ice be ¢ slob”
or floating ‘‘pans” the men pursue the
seals in punts. Eagerly they ply their
work. The sealers are armed each with a
“gaff” or pole, six or eight feet in length,
having a hook on one end. A blow on the
nose from this weapon stuns or Kkills the
young seal. Instantly the knife is at work.
The skin and adhering fat are detached
with amazing rapidity from the carcase,
which is left on the ice still quivering with
life, while the fat and skin alone are carried
ofl. This process is called “sculping;”
probzibly a corruption of ¢ scalping.”—
When half a dozen seals are thus disposed
of, the hunter binds the skins into a bundle
with a rope, and drags them over the sur-
face of the ice to the vessel’s side, or to the

_spot where the punt is stationed, and they

Newfoundland.

hours,
then stowed away below. Fancy 200 men,
on a patch of ice, eagerly carrying on this
m.urderous work; their persons smeared
with blood and fat; the ice stained with
g?l‘e, and dotted with the skinless carcases
of the slain—the moans of the seals, like
the cries of distressed babies, filling the air;
tl}e .blood-stained‘ murderers smiting fresh
victims, or dragging the oleaginous prizes
to the vessel’s side, whose decks are slip-
pery with mingled fat and gore. Each
seal slain is worth three dollars to the cap-
tors.  The work must pe plied without a
mon}cnt’s cessation, for a sudden change
of wind, c{r the occurrence of a sno w-storm
?rrmfrcl)g,:;] r:mght at any time separate them
€lr prey. Attimes the hunters have

Fo p}xsh forward a couple of miles over the
ice in pursuit of the seals; and when thus
at a distance from their vessel, should a
se:\-.fog enve.lope them, or the snow-drift
fﬁzilrn,‘::ere Is the terrible risk of losing
these icy}:i’esand prshing miserably in
_ f’l'tS, or of falling through the
openings which are copcealed by the snow
f}? it dl:.;s::‘ends and freezes. Then, at times,
e o hooded seals ” are encountered,
who.are both Savage and dangerous, and
re(.lull‘e two or three men to dispatch them.
‘Stxll‘thfe Very perils of the hunt present the
1rre§lst1ble charm of eycitement to these
daring men who have been nurtured amid
such'dangers. Besides, it is thus they have
to win the bread of their wives and little
ones at home; ang how happy will they
be should they enter port with enough to
scare the wolf from the door, and g]:dden

the g
.h{, hearts f’f those who on shore are pray-
ing for their success

VARIETIES
, -3 OF THE SEAL.

ou’f::;z.ar?r}fzu}; kinds of seals met with in
our . ay Seal lives on the coast,

lujzn % the mouths of pivers and harbors,
and is never found among the ice. The
Harp Seal is that whose ;:)ung the seal-
lflxnters chiefly Capture, and is so named
rrom the old male animal having, in addi-
t.lon to a number of Spots, a broad, curved
line of connected blotches proceeding from
each shoulder ang meeting on the back
a.bove the tail, forming a figure someth;ng
like an ancient harp o lyre. The femnale
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has not this harp-like figuring ; neither has | steamed, stewed, pressed, and the oil

the male till after the second year. The
young when born are covered with thick
white fur, and are called by the sealers
“white coats.” When about six weeks
old they shed this white coat, and z. smooth,
spotted skin appears. They are then
Yyoung harps. When twelve months old,
the males are still scarcely distinguishable
from the females, and at that period they
are called “‘bedlamers.” The next season
the male has assumed his harp. They are
never seen on the coast of Newfoundland
€xcept during the breeding season. From
the arctic solitudes they come to these ice-
fields for the purpose of bringing forth their
young. It is deeply to be regretted that so
little is yet known regarding the natural
history of the seal. It is not known for
certain at what ageitbecomes reproductive,
or whether it breeds oftener than once a
year. That it produces but one at a birth
is pretty certain; so that the possibility of
extermination by too extensively carrying
on the fishery is among the eventualities
of the future. The mothers leave their
Young on the ice, and fish about in the
neighborhood for their own subsistence,
Teturning occasionally to give suck. The
Young ones are in the best condition when
three weeks old. It is said to be a pitiable
sight when the mother-seal returns for
the purpose of suckling her young, and
finds her white-coated darling gone—a
mass of flesh, which she fails to recognize
as her lost offspring, being the only relic.
Her signg of grief are then quite touching.
The other varicties are the Hooded Seal
and the Square Fipper.

EXTRACTION OF THE OIL.

On the return of the sealing vessel to
port, the skin and fat are separated, the
former being salted and exported for
manufactures of various kinds ; the latter is
thrown into huge wooden vats where by
atmospheric heat and pressure the oil is
extracted, drawn oft and barrelled for ex-
portation. This is a tedious process; and
of late years the greatinnovator, steam, has
been called in to quicken the extraction of
the oil. By steam-driven machinery the
fat is rapidly cut into minute pieces, then

passed into stout casks. By this process,
the work of two months is completed in a
fortnight. Notonly so, but the disagreeable
smell of the oil is removed, and the quality
improved. The refuse, after the extraction
of the oil, is purchased by the farmers,
mixed with earth and bog, and makes a .
most fertilizing manure. The oil is used
extensively in lighthouses, for machinery,
and in the manufacture of the finer kinds
of soap. The average annual value of the
Newfoundland seal fishery may be put
down at a million and a quarter of dol-
lars.

DANGERS AND DISASTERS.

The seal hunt is full of perils and excite-
ments. Sometimes when engaged in their
bloody work, at a distance from the vessel,
a storm comes on; the snow-drift darkens
the air, and the poor fellows stagger along,
trying to regain their ship, and at times
miss their way or fall into an ice-hole, and
¢“unknelled, uncoffined and unknown,”
they sink to ocean’s depths, to be heard ot
no more till the sea shall give up its dead.
Sometimes the field of ice on which they
are at work separates into fragments, and
they are floated off, to lie down and die on
the ice, unless picked off by some passing
vessel. Or a furious nor'-easter, perhaps,
blows for several days, « rafting ”’ huge
blocks of ice, one on the other, all around
the imprisoned ship, crushing her at
length, like a nut-shell, between two of
these ice-mountains, while the unhappy
sealers, scrambling for life upon the float-
ing mass, are left to perish with cold and
hunger, unless some friendly sail may be
within reach. At times their sufferings
are very great, and in some seasons the
loss of life is considerable. On the whole,
however, such is their skill and fortitude in
meeting all emergencies, and such their
acquaintance with the ways of the sea, that
comparatively few mishaps occur. So
much, however, depends on the success of
the seal-fishery that it is not wonderful
prayers are offered in all the churches,
before the departure of the fleet, for the
prosperity of the enterprise. At the sup-
per tables of the wealthier classes, and
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other convivial gatherings, at this time of
year, it is not uncommon to hear the toast
“Death to our best friends.” Of course the
seals are thus kindly referred to; and the
sentiment is always received with hearty
applause and honored with full bumpers.
Over their rum, the rough old skippers and
sealers put the toast in a plainer form—
¢ Ma_ we have bloody decks soon.” Itis
very evident from all this, that the New-
foundland seal-fishery is no employment
for the fastidious, the puny or the coward-
ly. Big-boned, broad-chested fellows are
our sealers—as fine seamen as any in the
world. To see them jumping ashore after
a successful voyage,—theirclothes polished
with grease and smelling horribly, but the
men fat and hearty, for on the ocean they
must be well fed—is a sight worth remem-
bering. It is just as well to keep to
windward of them until they get changed
and washed, for duringthe voyage they
don't spend much on soap.

THE START FOR THE ICE HUNT.

On the last day of February a splendid
westerly breeze sprang up, clearing the ice
from the coast and harbors, and giving
our sealing fleet a splendid time for starting.
The S.S. ¢ Hawk,” owned by Bowring Bros.,
got up her steam and led the way amid
ringing cheers from the wharves. Two or
three sailing vessels, tempted by the
favorable wind, followed in her wake.
All was animation and excitement. The
first of March was equally fine; and as
steamer after steamer took her departure,
and sailing vessels at intervals, the wharves
were crowded by the friends and relatives
of those embarking, and the whole town
was a wonderful scene of bustle and activ-
ity. Many wishes of *good luck” and
“ bloody decks,” followed the voyagers.
For the next month, all will be anxiety
here regarding the success of our fishery;
for whether there shall be plenty or scar-
city in hundreds of homes—whether the
ledger of the merchant will shew a cheer-
ing balance on the right side, or a disas-
trous loss, turns on the good or bad fortune
that will attend the fleet now boldly push-
ing out amid the grinding ice-floes.

Cercbration.

UNCONSCIOUS CEREBRATION.
A PSYCHOLOGICAL STUDY.

—_—
BY FRANCES POWER COBBE.

. T}‘;e old Hebrew necromancers were $aid
1;) grtam}:)rac{es by means of Teraphim.
chi]deralpq (\ivas a decapitated head of a
toa lvclt’ ace IOH a pillar and compelled by
ce‘regr OI:ep Y to the questions of the sor-
cerer. €t us suppose, for the sake of
i u;tratxo_n, that the legends of such
?::t.nnténe}?ts rest on some groundwork of
vani,s?r?orts‘at';t might be possible, by gal-
corens II:TH ar agency, to make a human
to l?leatpe?}l? » &S a dead sheep may be made
Terai: urther, let us suppose that the
ing fgcts k}’ responded to inquiries regard-
ing facts Nown to the owper of the head
1€ living, and therefore (it may be im-
agined) impressed jn some manner upon

th(Ie brain to be operated on. P
poszesszc: agi‘l:\p}:‘l;swe s*lgould% I conceive,
part of human entation of the mental
by a school of Nature, as it is understood
. b of thinkers, considerable in all
L%:is’ }tlt especially so at present. ‘ The
“th:\;hsiilef’ according to this doctrine,
and touch i:m’d 8rey matter, such as we see
entity besidélnes}’ectwe of any imaginary
Thought and’l\ performs the functions of
all-on icioms b’le{nory. To go beyond this
conscious sel rain, and assume that our
somewhat s? ves are distinct from it, and
action. 2 te 8¢ beside the sum-total of its
) 0 indulge apn hypothesis unsup-

orted i T . h
Ir:ie‘;:glesgytoaagéue of scientific evidence.

) ) the still further assump-
tion, that the conscious self may possiblpy

survive the dissolutj in, i
on B
lutely unwarrantable.”Of thebrain, s sbeo

Itis S
the follrgg;i‘x,azy ambitious hope to show, in

18 Pages, that, should physio-
S
:&ﬁg;:&??zn the fact that the brairlx), gy its
which we ilavznf) Performs all the functions
“Mind,” that €en wont to attribute to
alone a’ndwil] great discovery will stand
the further ot not determine, as supposed,
that our cor €ps of the argument ; namely,
than the su:‘C‘OUS selves are nothing more
during life an?if the action of our brains
hope that tho that there is no room to
tion. Y may survive their dissolu-

I hope to show
clusions do not
premises, but th
we may logical
clusions. I hop
of one class of ¢
sumption of th
scious Self fro
thus, while ad

» Not only that these con-
necessarily flow from the
at, accepting the premises,
ly arrive at opposite con-
¢ to deduce, from the study
€rebral phenomena, a pre-
€ Separability of the con-
mni]ttt'he thinking brain; and
A " ng that ‘“ Thought ma
:’l‘;’lt?h;‘é”ﬁ‘?n of Matter,” demonstrafg
k €t 1n each of us is not identifiable
“{‘th t};a‘t‘. which, for want of a better word,
we call *“ Matter.” The immeasurable dif-
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ference between such a remembering, lip-
moving Teraph as we have supposed and
a conscious Man. indicates, as I conceive,
the gulf leaped over by those who con-
clude that, 7f the brain can be proved to
think, the case is closed against believers
in the spirituality and immortality of our
race.

In brief, it is my aim to draw from such
an easy and every-day psychological study
as may be verified by every reader for him-
self—an argument for belief in the entire
separability of the conscious self from its
thinking organ, the physical brain.
Whether we choose still to” call the one
‘“Spirit” and the other * Matter,” or to
confess that the definitions which our
fathers gave to those terms have ceased to
be valid in the. light of modern science—
that ¢ Matter” means only “a form of
Force,” and that ‘“ Spirit” is merely ‘“an
unmeaning term for an unknown thing”—
this verbal controversy will not in any way
affect the drift of our argument. What
we need to know is this: Can we face the
real or supposed tendency of science to
prove that ‘Thought is a Function of
Matter,” and yet logically retain faith in
personal Immortality? Imaintain that we
may accept that doctrine and draw from it
an indirect presumption of immortality.
afforded by the proof that the conscious self
is not identifiable with that Matter which
performs the function of Thought, and of
whose dissolution alone we have cognizance.

My first task must be to describe the
pPsychological facts from which our con-
clusions are to be drawn, and which seem
In themselves sufliciently curious and in-
teresting to deserve more study on their
own account than they have yet received.
Secondly, I shall simply quote Dr. Carpen-
ter’s physiological explanation of these
facts. ” Lastly. I shall, as shortly as pos-
sible, endeavor to deduce from them that
which appears to me to be their logical
inference.

The phenomena With which we are con-
cerned, have been often referred to by
metaphysicians,—Leibnitz and Sir W.
Hamilfon amongst others,—under the
hames of ¢ Latent Thought,” and * Pre-
conscious Activity of the Soul.” Dr. Car-
penter, who has discovered the physiologi-
cal explanation of them, and reduced them
to harmony with other phenomena of the
nervous system, bas given to them the title
of “Unconscious Cerebration ;" and to this
name, as following in his steps, I shall in
these pages adhere. It will probably serve
our purpose best, In a popular paper like
the present, to begin, not with any large
generalizations of the subject, but with a
few familiar and unmistakable instances
of mental work performed unconsciously.

For example; it is an every-day occur-
rence to most of us to forget a particular
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word, or a line of poetry, and to remember
it some hours later, when we have ceased
consciously to seek for it. We try, perhaps
anxiously, at first to recover it, well aware
that it lies somewhere hidden in our
memory, but unable to seize it. As the
saying is, we ‘‘ransack our brains for it,”
but failing to find it, we at last turn our
attention to other matters. By and by
when, so far as consciousness goes, our
whole minds are absorbed in a different
topic, we exclaim, ¢ Eureka! The word, or
verse. is—3o0 and s0.” So familiar is this
phenomenon that we are accustomed in
simliar straits to say, ‘Never mind; I
shall think of the missing word by and by,
when I am attending to something else;”
and we deliberately turn away, not intend-
ing finally to abandon the pursuit, but
precisely as if we were possessed of an obe-
dient secretary or librarian, whom we
could order to hunt up a missing document,
or turn out a word in adictionary while we
amused ourselves with something else.
The more this very common phenomenon
is studied, the more I think the observer
of his own mental processes will be obliged
to concede, that, so far as his own con-
scious Self is concerned, the research is
made absolutely without him. He has
neither pain nor pleasure, nor sense of
labor in the task, any more than if it were
performed by somebody else; and his con-
scious Self is all the time suffering, enjoy-
ing, or laboring on totally different
grounds.

Another and more important phase of
unconscious cerebration, is that wherein
we find our mental work of any kind, a
calculation, an essay, a tale, a composition
of music, painting, or sculpture, arrange
itself in order during an interval either of
sleep or wakefulness, during which we had
not consciously thought of it at all. Pro-
bably no one has ever written on a subject
a litfle complicated, or otherwise endeavor-
ed to think out a matter any way ooscure,
without perceiving next day that the thing
has somehow taken a new form in his mind
since he laid down his pen or his pencil
after his first effort. Itis as if a “Fairy
Order” had come in the night and un-
ravelled the tangled skiens of tl}ought and
laid them all neatly out on his table. I
have said that this work is done for us
either asleep or awake, but it seems to be
accomplished most perfectly in the former
state, when our unconsciousness of it is
most complete. I am not now referring to
the facts of somnambulism, of which I must
speak by and by, b.ut of the regular * set-
ting to rights ” which happens normally to
the healthiest brains, and with as much
regularity as, in a well-appointed house-
hold, the chairs and tables are put in their
places before the family come down to
breakfast.
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Again there is the ordinary but most
mysterious faculty possessed by most per-
sons, of setting over-night a mental alarm-
clock, and awaking, at will, at any unac-
customed hour out of dreamless sleep.
Were we up and about our usual business
all night without seeing or hearing a time-
piece, or looking out at the stars or the
dawn, few of us could guess within two or
three hours of the time. Or again, if we
were asleep and dreaming with no inten-
tion of rising ata particular time, the lapse
of hours would be unknown to us. The
count of time in dreams is altogether dif-
ferent from that of our waking life, and we
dream in a few seconds what seem tosbe
the events of years. Nevertheless, under
the conditions mentioned, of a sleep pre-
faced by a resolution to waken at a speci-
fied hour, we arrive at a knowledge of time
unattainable to us either when awake or
when sleeping without such prior resolu-
tion.

Such are some of the more striking in-
stances of unconscious cerebration. But
the same power is obviously at work during
at least half our lives in 2 way which
attracts no attention only because it is so
common. If we divide our actions into
classes with reference to the Will, we dis-
cover that they are of three kinds—the
Involuntary (such as the beating of the
heart, digestion, &c.), the Voluntary, and
the Volitional. The difference betwcen the
two latter classes of actions is, that Volun-
fary motions are made by permission of
the Will and can be immediately stopped
by its exertion, but do not require its con-
scious activity, Folitional motions on the
contrary require the direct exertion of Will.

Now of these three classes of action it
would appear that all Voluntary acts, as
we have defined them, are accomplished
by Unconscious Cerebration. Let us ana-
lyze the act of walking, for example. We
intend to go here or there; and in such
matters ‘‘ he who wills the end wills the
means.” But we do not deliberately
think, “ Now I shall move my right foot,
now I shall put my left on such a spot.”
Some unseen guardian of our muscles
manages all such details, and we go on our
way serenely unconscious (unless  we
chance to have the gout, or an ill-fitting
boot) that we have,any legs at all to be
directed in the way they should go. If we
chance to be tolerably familiar with the
road, we take each turning insti_nctwely,
thinking all the time of something else,
and carefully avoid puddles or collisions
with fellow-passengers, without bestowing
a thought on the subject. Similarly as
soon as we have acquired other arts beside
walking,—reading, sewing, writing, play-
ing on an instrument,—we soon learn to
carry on the mechanical part of our tasks
with no conscious exertion. We read aloud,

.
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taking in the appearance and proper sound
of each word and the punctlla{)ionp of each
sentence, and all the time we are not think-
"tl‘g}?f these matters, but of the argument
3 t gbauthor; or picturing the scene he
d‘?f-;cn €s; or, possibly, following a wholly
terent train of thought. Similarly in
}:ntmg with ¢ the pen of a ready writer ”
::o;‘;(o::!ll\d balmost seem as if the pen itself
donin e'tusllp?ss offorming the letters and
< pping itself in the ink at proper intervals,
0 engrossed are we in the thoughts which
we are trying to express.
arz"’;lu?}fg?§c1ously cerebrate,~while we
subject,—t1 'me consciously buried in our
twojco »——that it will not answer to begin
o w:secutlye sentences in the same way;
ejaculati?uiimtmduce a query here or an
RETA son €re, and close our paragraphs
position‘ no\rous word and not with a pre-
prrj’cmc. l; 1l this we do not do of malice
prepe X {1 ut l?ecause the well-tutored
l’s ! ;N 10se busu?ess it is to look after our
(p}onzlr;; ?a?,tsettlcs it for us as aclerk does the
Musilc- | of a merchant’s correspondence.
the mostp a}’IT}g, however, is of all others
the honrs extraordinary 'mamfestation of
Ilerepwe grs of unconscious cerebration.
dogen T‘ ?etz;'not to h‘ave one slave but a
ha\"e t‘o b:o ifferent lines of hieroglyphics
vt e read at once, and the right hand
e D tOgmded to attend one of them,
have thes another. All the ten fingers
they can :‘l;ov'vork assigned as quickly as
which doce (;e. The _mind (or something
of A sh“‘ ¢ uty as mind) interprets scores
o o b]ac‘k?\t and B flats am.i C naturals,
chets arst ory keys and white ones, crot-
rests. and (lillavers and demi-semi-quavers,
LN, ;'eet a:‘ the other mysteries of music.
to 9o withetlnot idle, but have something
ment be « d‘e pcdals.; and, if the instru-
bushings a ((;uble-_actxoncd hz\r.p. a task of
Pt of tilf;r}l] pullings more difficult than
s ands.  And all this time the
I:eventhe}n the conscioys performer, is in a
results of]'f]z}vet;? of artistic rapture at the
perch'mce‘ . t‘ Is tremendous business; or
indivi‘dual O‘St in a flirtation with the
musicoh k“’ 10 turns the leaves of the
s ook, and is justly persuaded she is
g"ﬁf‘f}{ him the whole of her soul! -
enoz:.rr:irti(; .":Ne have noticed the brain
engag o in Its more servile tasks of hunt-
hour pands c“’or@s» waking us at the proper
of all our acz‘;:‘""ymg on the mechanical part
Gl mor t}i. But our Familiaris a great
housemaid, a a"’ a walking dictionary, a
organ man, };a{nt de jla'ce, or a barrel-
oren roma.nc € 15 a novelist who can spin
who €s than Dumas, a dramatist
Lo e%‘:’f\lfp("fes more plays than ever did
weﬁ o ﬁ%’uar.e:sl p%}mt;r who excels equally
¢ 50755, landscapes, cattle -
pieces, smiling bits of gegre’and the nslzzt
terrific conceptions of horror and torture.
Of course, like other artists, he can only
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reproduce, develop, combine what he has
actually experienced or read or heard of.
But the enormous versatility and inexhaus-
tible profusion with which he furnishes us
With fresh pictures for our galleries, and
N€W stories every night from his lending
llbrary, would be deemed the greatest of
Miracles, were it not the commonest of
facts. A dull clod of a man, without an
ounce of fancy in his conscious hours, lies
down like a log at night, and lo! he has
8ot before him the village green where he
Played as a boy, and the apple-tree blos-
soms in his father’s orchard, and his long-
dead and half-forgotten mother smiles at
h,‘m, and he hears her call him ‘her own
little 1ad,” and then he has a vague sense
that this is strange, and a whole marvel-
lous story is revealed to him of how his
mother has been only supposed to be dead,
ut has been living in a distant country,
and he feels happy and comforted. And
then he wakes and wonders how he came
to have such a dream! Is he not right to
wonder? What is it—w/ko is it that wove
the tapestry of such thoughts on the walls
of his dark soul? Addison says, ‘‘ There
1s not a more painful act of the mind than
that of invention. Yet in dreams it works
With that care and activity that we are not
sensible when the faculty is employed.”
(Spectator, 487). Such “are the nightly
miracles of Unconscious Cerebration.

The laws which govern dreams are still
half unexplained, but the most obvious of
them singularly illustrate the nature of the
Processes of the unconscious brain-work
which causes them. Much of the labor of
our minds, conscious and unconscious,
Consists in transmuting Sentiments into

deas. Itis not in this little essay that the
Subject can be developed in its various
ranches, the ordinary passions of life,—
the religious and moralsentiments (wherein
our translations are the source of all our
Mmyths and half our errors),*—and lastly,
Insanity, wherein the false sentiment
Usually creates the intellectual delusion.
Suffice it that our conscious brains are for
ever at work of the kind, “ giving to airy
nothing™ (or at least to what is a merely
stbjective feeling) *‘ a local habitation and
a name.” Ourunconscious brains accord-

ingly, after their wont, proceed on the same:

track during sleep. Our sentiments of
love, hate, fear, anxiety, are each one of
them the fertile source of whole series of
illustrative dreams. Our bodily sensations
of heat, cold, hunger, and “suffocation,
supply another series often full of the
quaintest suggestions,—such as those of the

* ¢ E.g. Out of the Sentiment of the justice of
God come 1deas of a great Final Assize and Day of
Judgment. Out of the Sentiment that He is Author
of all things, a definite Idea of six duys’ world-mak-

ing,” &c., &c. (From a Sermon by Rev. James Mar-
tineau,)
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poor gentleman who slept over a cheese-
monger’s shop, and dreamt that he was
shutup in a cheese to be eaten by rats; and
that of the lady whose hot bottle scorched
her feet, and who imagined she was walk-
ing into Vesuvius. In all such dreams we
find our brains with infinite play of fancy
merely adding illustrations like those of
M. Doré to the page of life which we have
turned the day before, or to that which lies
upon our beds as we sleep.

Again, the small share occupied by the
Moral Law in the dream world is a signifi-
cant fact. So far as I have been able to
learn, it is the rarest thing possible for
any check of conscience to be felt in a
dream, even by persons whose waking
hours are profoundly imbued with moral
feeling. Wecommitindreamsactsfor which
we should weep tears of blood were they real,
and yet never feel the slightest remorse.
On the most trifling provocation we cram
an offending urchin into a lion’s cage (if
we happen to have recently visited the
Zoological Gardens), or we set fire to a
house merely to warm ourselves with the
blaze, and all the time feel no pang of com-
punction. The familiar check of waking
hours, *“I must not do it, because it would
be unjust or unkind,” never once seems to
arrest us in the satisfaction of any whim
which may blow about our wayward fan-
cies in sleep. Nay, I think that if ever we
do feel a sentiment like Repentance in
dreams, it is not the legitimate sequel to
the crime which we have previously im-
agined, but a wave of feeling rolled on from
the real sentiment experienced in former
hours of consciousness. QOur dream-selves,
like the Undines of German folk-lore, have
no Souls, no Responsibility and no Here-
after. Of course this observation does not
touch the fact that a person who in his
conscious life has committed a great crime
may be haunted with its hideous shadow
in his sleep, and that Lady Macbeth may
in vain try and wash the stain from her
¢ little hand.” It is the imaginary acts of
sleeping fancy which are devoid of moral
character. But this immoral character of
unconscious cerebration precisely tallies
with the Kantian doctrine, that the moral
will is the true Homo Noumenon, the Self
of man. This conscious Self being dor-
mant in dreams, it is obvious that the true
phenomena of Conscience cannot be deve-
loped in them. Plutarch says that Zeno
ordered his tollowers to regard dreams as
a test of virtue, and to note it as a danger-
ous sign if they diq not recoi‘l, even in
their sleep, from vice; and Sir Thomas
Browne talks solemnly of ¢ Sinful Dreams,”
which ecclesiastical history abundantly
shows have proved terrible. stumbling-
blocks to the saints. But the doctrine of
Unconscious Cerebration explains clearly
enough how, in the absence of the control-
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ling Will, the animal elements of our
nature assert themselves—generally in the
ratio of their unnatural suppression at
other times—and abstinence is made up for
by hungry Fancy spreading a glutton’s
feast. The want of sense of sin in such
dreams is, I think, the most natural and
most healthful symptom about them.

But if moral Repentance rarely or never
follbw the imaginary transgressions of
dreams, another sense, the Saxon sense of
Dissatisfaction in unfinished work, is not
only often present, but sometimes exceed-
ingly harassing. The late eminent physi-
cian, Professor John Thomson of Edin-
burgh, quitted his father’s cottage in eariy
manhood, leaving half woven a web of
cloth on which he had been engaged as a
weaver’s apprentice. Half a century after-
wards, the then wealthy and celebrated
gentleman still found his slumbers dis-
turbed by the apparition of his old loom
and the sense of the imperative duty of
finishing the never-completed web. The
tale is like a parable of what all tnis life’s
neglected duties may be to us, perchance,
in an absolved and glorified Hereafter,
wherein, nevertheless, z4a¢ web which we
have left undone will have passed from our
hands for ever! Of course, as it is the
proper task of the unconscious brain to
direct voluntary labors started by the will,
it is easily explicable why it should be tor-
mented by the sense of their incompletion.

But leaving the vast half-studied subject
of dreams (a whole mine as it is of psycho-
logical discovery), we mustturn to consider
the surprising phenomena of Unconscious
Cerebration, developed. under conditions
of abnormal excitement. Among these I
class those mysterious Voices, issuing we
know not whence, in which some strong
fear, doubt. or hope finds utterance. The
part played by these Voices in the history
both of religion and of fanaticism it is
needless todescribe.  So faras I can judge,
they are of two kinds. One is a sort of
lightning-burst suddenly giving intensely
vivid expression to a whole set of feelings
or ideas which have been lying latent in
the brain, and which are in opposition to
the feelings and ideas of our conscious
selves atthe moment. Thus the man ready
to commit a crime hears a voice appealing
to him to stop; while the man praying
ardently for faith hears another voice say,
““There is no God.” Of course the first
suggestion is credited to Heaven, and the
second to the powers of the Pit; but the
source of both is, I apprehend, the same.
The second class of Voices are the result,
not of unconscious Reasoning but of un-
conscious Memory. Under some special
excitement, and perhaps inexplicably re-
mote association of ideas, some words
which once made a violent impression on
us are remembBered from the inner depths.
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Chance may make these either awfully
solemn, or as ludicrous as that of a gentle-
ma}r: shlp‘wr.eckgd off South America, who,
git.e wlas sinking and almost drowning,
‘}i‘ inctly _heard his mother’s voice say,
om! did you take Jane’s cake?” The
g:)r; efg:ct)us Inquiry I}ad been addressed to
b on yeyfaars previously, and (as might
Taee & pecte ) had been wholly forgotten.
. e\;er, IR a stmilar way, ideas and words
o rg()donsldg.ned to oblivion are constantly
alﬁ lonligcetr"\i nf\y;‘. what is most curious of
vidual had indeed porgSpvhich the indi-
hardly have beed heard, but which could
memory i it?COme a possession of the
broushy ot S Datural state, are then
My e adera llln entire unconsciousness.
well-authentyl recall the often-quoted and
girl 10 the Hl’cated Story of the peasant
girl 1 tlotel Dieu in Paris, who in her
‘A‘ﬂer,:urr;:l t;equent.ly “spouted ” Hebrew.
been cooll{cto flnlillflry it was found she had
in the habit é)f‘ eilrngd priest who had been
books in tha rLadmg _aloud his Hebrew
A similar anerogm adjoining her kitchen.
vant wirl whoc" ote is told ot another ser-
somebbe-tutif lm 51bpormal sleep imitated
bad hear‘d mu violin playing which she
From Souaxclix years previously.

obvious. A;‘A;t(;lS_lghts'the transition is
sense what such I’Vl’l.tlon is to the optical
of above is to tz}lx Olce as we have spoken
point of intenc, ¢ hearer, At a certain
inconseions bS‘Fy the latent idea in the
duces an A0 reveals itsclf and pro-
MPression on the sensory; some-

times vt

““Other?ggrcrfgt]gneone sense, sometimes
. s I

a time. Perhaps two senses at

Hibbert’s ingenious explanation of the

g};xﬁl:;zf)?g;):rappia]:!tio;m is this. We are,
that what we re'rlvld o o e ) oware
sights and soun:i y i o hear arc actual
Suse up by £ 'S, and wlmt'wc only con-
sleeping hoursnt;)" a‘re clelpsxons. PEnn
bt Theo o ours t is sense is not only lost,
: PPOsite conviction fully possesses
us; namely, that w} - conjure up by
fancy in our d s o e Comure up ot
Gy 1o o Soream\s 15 true, while the real
ceri,\'(:d. Theseuntdb around us are unper-
for each other at l:’q e asohanged
fotr hotrs orce rfltst twice in cvery twenty-
ottence. in Four '1xves, and generally much
Gftene 7Ver_yol‘tz\ g-y time we doze or take
end beions? o r}]l,WCh slumbers begin and
them; or have los‘ltvimbcgm.m: fware ot
;Lt)om }:]m_d its furnity re \]Lrll;l:l:l::;;‘l;?’ x(ll: Uﬁf
~ TP, s N i o
th:1l|.;“:llz1;;r;1 }:uullx}l!’ly vi\:id dream tukes
fhe tory n()thin:rptpaf.lt](‘“} of a dead friend,
e e pthing 0 '.Ccn.‘y the delusion that
¢ have fancied i5 yeul, nay even :
back;_‘r.round of poxitive truth is appar ~ntl‘l
sxzpphed by the bcdstcud, curtain‘bl i&:cL ch
ot'whosc Presence we have not ’Ic;st'gon‘:
sciousness 1Or more thar the traction of
time needful for a dream
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It would, I think, be easy to apply this
reasoning with great advantage, taking
into view the phenomena of Unconscious
Cerebration. The intersection of the states
wherein consciousness yields to uncon-
sciousness. and vice versd, is obviously
always difficult of sharp appreciation, and
leavesa wide margin for self-deception ; and
a ghost is of all creations of fancy the one
wh.xch bears most unmistakable internal
evidence of being kome-made. The poor
unconscious brain goes on upon the track
of the lost friend, on which the conscious
soul, ere it fell asleep, had started it. But
with all its wealth of fancy it never succeeds
1n picturing a new ghost, a fresh idea of the
departed, whom yet by every principle of
reason we know is 7o (whatever else heor
she may have become) a white-faced figure
In coat and trowsers, or in a silk dress and
gold ornaments. All the familiar argu-
ments proving the purely subjective nature
of apparitions of the dead. or of supernatual
bemgs, point exactly to Unconscious Cere-
bration as the teeming source wherein they
have been engendered. Insome instances,
as in the famous ones quoted by Abercrom-
bie, the brain was sufficiently distempered
to call up such phantoms even while the
conscious self was in full activity., * Mrs.
A.” saw all her visions calmly, and knew
that they were visions; thus bringing
the conscious and unconscious workings of
her brain into an awful sort of face-to-face
recognition ; like the sight of a Doppel-gin-
ger. But such experience is the excep-
tional one. The ordinary case is, when
the unconscious cerebration supplies the
apparition ; and the conscious selt accepts it
de bonne foi, having no means of distin-
guishing it from the impressions derived
trc'>m the real objects of sense. R

The famous story in my own family, of
the Beresford ghost, is, Ithink, an excellent
Ulustration of the relation of unconscious
cerebration to dreams of apparitions.
Lady Beresford, as I conjecture, in her
sleep hit her wrist violently against some
part of her bedstead so as to hurt it severely.
According to a well-known law of dreams,
already referred to, her unconscious brain
set about accounting for the pain, trans-
mitting the Sensation into an Idea. An
instant’s sensatioa (as Mr. Babbage, Sir
Benjamin Brodie, and Lord Brougham
have all illustrated) is enough to call up @
long vision. Lady Berestord tancied accor-
dingly that her dead cousin, Lord Tyrone,
had come to fulfil his promise of revisiting
her from the tomb. lle twisted her cur-
tains and left a mark on her wardrobe
(probably an old stain she had remarked
on the wood), and then touched her wrist
with his terrible finger.
awoke with a black and blue wrist; and
the story took its place in the annals of
ghost-craft for ever.
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Somnambulism is an unmistakable
form of unconscious cerebration. Here,
while consqiousness is wholly dormant, the
brain performs occasionally the most
brilliant operations. Coleridge’s poem of
Kubla Khan, composed in opiate sleep, is
an instance of its achievements in the
realin of pure imagination. Many cases
are recorded of students rising at night,
seeking their desks, and there writing
down whole columns of algebraic calcula-
tions ; solutions of geometric problems, and
opinions on ditﬁcult cases of law. Cabanis
says that Condillac brought continually to
a conclusion at night in his sleep the rea-
sonings of theday. In all such cases the
work done asleep seems better than that
done in waking hours, nay there is no lack
of anecdotes which would point to the
possibility of persons in an unconscious
state accomplishing things beyond their
ordinary powersaltogether. The muscular
strength of men in somnambulism and
delirium, their power of balancing them-
selves on roofs, of finding their way in the
dark, are physical advantages reserved for
such conditions. Abnormal acuteness of
hearing is also a well-known accompani-
ment ot them, and in this relation we must,
I conclude, uglderstand the marvellous
story vouched t9r by thelate Sir Edward
Codrington. The captain in command of
a man-of-war was one night sleeping in
his cabin, with asentinel as usual posted at
his door. In thj: middle of the night the
captain rang his bell, called suddenly to
the sentinel, and sharply desired him to
tell the lieutenant of the watch to alter the
ship’s course by so nany points. Next
morning the officer, on greeting the captain,
observed that it was most fortunate he had
been aware of their position and had given
such an order, as there had been a mistake
in the reckoning, and the ship was in shoal
water, on the pointofstriking areef. *I!”
said the astonished captain, **I gave no
order; I slept soundly all night.” The
sentinel was summoned, and of course testi-
fied that the experienced commander had
in some unknown way learned the peril ot
his ship, and saved it, even while in a state
of absolute unconsciousness.

Whatever residue of truth may be found
hereafter in the crucible wherein shall have
been tried the marvels of spirit-rapping,
mesmerism, and hypnotism ; whatever
revelation of foirgotten facts or successful
hits at secrets, is, I believe, unquestionably
due to the action of Unconscious Cerebra-
tion. The person reduced to a state of
coma is liable to receive suggestions from
without, and these suggestions and queries
are answered by his unconscious brain out
of whatever stores of memory it may retain.
What a man never knew, that no magic
has ever yet enabled him to tell; but what
he has once known, and in his conscious
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hours has forgotten, f4af on the contrary is
often recalled by the suggestive queries of
the operator when he is in a state of
hypnotism. A natural dream sometimes
does as much, as witness all the discoveries
of hidden treasures, corpses, &c., made
through dreams; generally with the aid of
the obvious machinery of aghost. General
Sleeman mentions that, being in pursuit of
Thugs'up the country, his wife one morn-
ing urgently entreated him to move their
tents from the spot—a lovely opening in a
jungle—where they had been pitched the
previous evening. She said she had been
haunted all night by the sight of dead men.
Information received during the day
induced the General to order digging under
the ground whereon they had camped ; and
beneath Mrs. Sleeman’s tent were found
fourteen corpses, victims of the Thugs. It
is easily conceivable that the foul odor of
death suggested to the lady, in the uncon-
scious cerebration of her dream, her hor-
rible vision. Hadgshe been in a stute of
mesmeric trance, the same occurrence
would have formed a splendid instance of
supernatural revelation. ‘
Drunkenness is a condition in which the
conscious self is more or less completely
obfuscated, but in which unconscious cere-
bration goes on for a long time. The pro-
verbial impunity with which drunken men
fall without hurting themselves, can only
be attributed to the fact that the conscious
will does not interfere with the unconscious
instinct of falling on the parts of the body
least liable to injury. The same impunity
is enjoyed by persons not intoxicated, who
at the moment of an accident do not exert
any volition in determining which way
they shall strike the ground. All the
ludicrous stories of the absence of mind of
tipsy men may obviously be explained by
supposing that their unconscious cerebra-
tion is blindly fumbling to perform tasks
needing conscious direction. And be it
remembered that the proverb iz wvino
veritas is here in exact harmony with our
theory. The drunken man unconsciously
blurts out the truth, his muddled brain qung
unequal to the task of inventing a plausible
falsehood. The delicious fun of Sheridan,
found under a tree and telling the police-
man that he was * Wil-Wil-Wilberforce,’’
reveals at once that the wag, if a little
exalted, was by no means really drunk.
Such a joke could hardly have occurred to
an unconscious brain, even one so well
accustomed to the production of humor.
As in dreams, intoxication never brings
new elements of nature into play, but only
abnormally excites latent ones. It is only
a Porson who, when drunk, solemnly
curses the ** aggravating properties of in-
animate matter,” or when he cannot fit his
latch-key, is heard muttering, *“ D— the
nature of things!” A noble miser of the
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last century revealed his true

and also the state character,

of his purse, whenever
;’l,e was f:“‘d,dlEd, by murmuring softly to
Ilmsilf’ I'm very rich! I'm very rich!”
T SODer moments he complained continu-
ally of his limiteq means. In the same
::)at{e:it ;: tthe brutal Jaborer who in his be-
his wife a %thrashes his horse and kicks
traty, wnl drunken ‘woman, an the con-
strilg'e’s anessdan habitual virago, rarely
for heremyot'o Y- The accustomed vehicle
of whose ﬁerl\?i?;z:}?er tongue—is the organ
tion avails jten €r unconscious cerebra-
thfs‘ir;a}zly’ the condition of perfect anxs-
scions ch?eebars 1o be one in which uncon-
The cqmr] ration is perfectly exemplified.
dormmant thO?s‘ Self is then so absolutely
most ol h:; llt 18 not only unaware of the
but has io u lace.ratnons of the nerves,
time in wh.cohnceptlon of‘thc interval of
usually wﬂ('; . 4N operation takes place;
the sur e(; ning to inquire, * When do
whils ug DS Intend to begin?” Mean-
busy cmf;lcoélssicwus cerebration has been
grean ﬁeldp "g a pretty little picture of

s and skipping lambs, or some-

thing e N
realié{y.qua“y remote from the terrible

There are mgy

phenqmena Whicy other obscure mental

h T believe might be
tf:hehory of unconscious
ratbt! the grand mystery of
:?;T::{]gf: noi‘_ receive—as I ap'preh%nd
sentimente a:ént elucidation fromit. Pre-
own death i dr?am.s of the individual’s
the dumb revr‘:lyqt?umlnly be explicable as
to its own ner‘ 101}5 of the dl’s‘eased frame
and painful b:tom centre. The strange
having seen’-l ] Very common, sense of
time swhas i;n heard at some previous
appears to arise oo Mg at the moment,
tation of o s€ from some abnormal irri.
. € memory—_if [ may so express
connected with the uncon-
Of the brain. Still more
nd mysterious is the impres-
Imost Amounting at times to
we haye never for years
have only that
0 T interval.
ﬁ]zge:vzhli;&ltegul spell we say to ourselves
v €en weeks, months, ages,
O'naments of the cornice
hi or following
A old trees
against the evening sky. This ‘sziuzli?)ik,
when we have under-
& mental tengion at the haunted
1T Conscious selves have
n speculative thought or

cerebration, even i

. uncanny” g
$10N—to me 3
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achievements. It is obvious at first sight,
that, though in the unconscious state men-
tal work is sometimes &deffer done than in
the conscious (e. g. the finding missing
names awake, or performing abstruse cal-
culations in somnambulism), yet that the
unconscious work is never more than the
Continuation of something which has been
begun in the conscious condition. We
recall the name which we have known and
forgotten, but we do not discover what we
never knew. 7The man who does not
11n(‘!erstand algebra never performs alge-
braic calculations in his sleep. No pro-
blem in Euclid has been solved in dreams
except by students who have studied Euclid
awake. The merely voluntary and uncon-
sClous movements of our legs in walking,
and our hands in writing and playing
music, were at first in infancy, or when we
began to learn each art, actions purely voli-
tional, which often required a strong effort
of the conscious will for their accomplish-
ment.
Again, the failures of unconscious cere-
ration are as easily traced as its limita-
tions. The most familiar of them may be
observed in the phenomenon which we call
Absence of Mind, and which seems to con-
§ist in a disturbance of the proper balance
between conscious and unconscious cere-
bration, leaving the latter to perform tasks
of which it is incapable. An absent man
walks, as we say, in a dream. All men,
Indeed, as before remarked, perform the
Mechanical act of walking merely volun-
tarily and not volitionally, but their con-
SClousness is not so far off ‘but that it can
be recalled at a moment’s notice. The
Porter at the door of the senses can sum-
mons the master of the house the instant
€ 1s wanted about business. But the
{u?SCnt man does notanswer such calls. A
triend addresses him, and his unconscious
rain instead of his conscious self answers
the question @ forf et ¢ travers. He boils
his watch for breakfast and puts his eggin
1S pocket; his unconscious brain merely
Concerning itself that something is to be
boiled and something else put in the
pocket, He searches up and down for the
Spectacles which are on his nose; he for-
gets to eat his dinner and wonders why he
feels hungry. His social existence is
Poisoned by his unconquerable propensity
tosay the wrong thing to the wrong per-
son. Meeting Mrs. Bombazine in deep
widow’s weeds, he cheerfully inquires,
““Well, and what is Mr. Bombazine doing
now?” albeit he has received tormal notice
that Mr. Bombazine departed a month ago
to that world of whose doings no informa-
tion is received. He tells Mr. Parvenu,
whose father is strongly suspected of hav-
ing been a shoemaker, that ¢ for his part
he does not like new-made men at the head
of affairs, and holds to the good old motto,

¢ Ne sutor ultva crepidam;’” and this bril-
liant observation he delivers with a
pleasant laugh, giving it all possible point
and pungency. If he have an acquaintance
whose brother was hanged or drowned, or
scraped to death with oyster-shells, then to
a moral certainty ‘the subjects of capital
punishment, the perils of the deep, and
the proper season for eating oysters will be
the topics selected by him for conversation
during the awkward ten minutes before din-
ner. Of course the injured friend believes
he is intentionally insulted; but he is quite
mistaken. The absent man had merely a
vague recollection of his trouble, which
unfortunately proved a stumbling-block
against which his unconscious cerebration
was certain to bring him into collision.

As a general rule, the unconscious brain,
like an enfant terrible, is extremely vera-
cious. The ¢ Palace of Truth” is nothing
but a house full of absent-minded people
who unconsciously say what they think of
each other, when they consciously intend
to be extremely flattering. But it also
sometimes happens that falsehood has so
far become second nature that a man’s very
interjections, unconscious answers, and
soliloquies may all be lies. Nothing can
be more false to nature than the dramas
and novels wherein profound scoundrels,
in the privacy of an evening walk beside
a hedge, unveil their secret plots in an
address to Fate or the Moon; or fall into a
well-timed brain fever, and babble out
exactly the truth which the reader needs to
be told. Your real villain never tells truth
even to himself, much less to Fate or the
Moon; and it is to be doubted whether,
even in delirium, his unconscious cerebra-
tion would not run in the accustomed ruts
of fable rather than the unwonted paths of
veracity.

Another failure of unconscious cerebra-
tion is seen in the continuance of habitual
actions when the motive for them has
ceased. A change in attire, altering the
position of our pockets, never fails to cause
us a dozen fruitless struggles to find our
handkerchief, or replace our purse. In re-
turning to an old abode we are sure sooner
or later to blunder into our former sleep-
ing-room, and to be much startled to find
in it another occupant. Ithappened to me
once, after an interval of eight years, to
find myself again in the chamber, at the
table, and seated on the chair where m
little studies had gone on for half a life-
time. I had business to occupy my
thoughts, and was soon (so far as con-
sciousness went) buried in my task of
writing. But all the time while 1 wrote my
feet moved restlessly in a most unaccustom-
ed way under the table. ‘ What is the
matter with me?”’ I paused at last to ask
myself, and then remembered that when I
had written at this table in long past days,
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I had had a stool under it. It was that
particular stool my unconscious cerebra-
tion was seeking. During all the interval
I had perhaps not once used a similar sup-
port, but the moment I sat in the same
spot, the trifling habit vindicated itself
afresh: the brain acted on its old impres-
sion.

Of course it is as easy as it is common to
dismiss all such fantastic tricks with the
single word ** Habit.” But the word
** Habit,” like the word ‘* Law,” has no
positive sense as if it were itself an
originating cause. It implies a persis-
tent mode of action, but aftords no clue to
the force which initiates and maintains
that action. Alil that we can say, in the
case of the phenomena of unconscious cere-
bration is, that when volitional actions
have been often repeated, they sink into the

. class of voluntary ones—are performed un-
consciously. We may define the moment
when a habit is established as that wherein
the Volitional act becomes Voluntary.

It will be observed by the reader that all
the phenomena of Unconscious Cerebra-
tion now indicated, belong to ditferent
orders as related to the Conscious Self. In
one order (e. g., that of Delirium, Som-
nambulism, and An:sthesia) the Con-
scious Self has no appreciable concern
whatever. Tie action of the brain has not
been originated or controlled by the will;
there is no sense of it either painful or
pleasurable, while it proceeds; and no
memory of it when it is over.

In the second order (e. g, that of re-dis-
covered words, and waking at a given
hour), the Conscious Sclf has so tar a con-
cern, that it originally ‘set the task to the
brain. This done, it remains in entire
ignorance ot how the brain performs it, nor
does memory afterwards retain the faintest
trace of the labors, however arduous, of
word-seeking and time-marking.

Lastly, in the third class (e. g, that of
natural dreams), the share of the Conscious
Self is the reverse of that which it takes in
the case of word-seeking and time-mark-
ing. In dreams we do not, and cannot
with our utmost effort, direct our uncon-
scious brains into the trains of thoughtand
fancy wherein we desire them to go.
Obedient as they are in the former case,
where work was to be done, here, in the
land of fancy, they seem to mock our futile
attempts to guide them. Nevertheless,
strange to say, the Conscious Self—which
knew nothing of what was going on while
its leg was being amputated under chloro-
form, and nothing of what its brain was
doing, while finding out what o’clock 1t
was with shut eyes in the dark—is here
cognizant of all the proceedings, and able
in great measure to recall them afterwards.
We receive intense pain or pleasure from
our dreams, though we have actually less
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to do in concocting them than in dozens of
mental processes which go on wholly un-
pe'rcclve'd n our brains.*
I‘hgs It would seem that neither Memory
nor \oh‘tlon have any constant relation to
unco’nscmus cerebration.  We sometimes
Fe‘mum.ber, and sometimes wholly forget
1t§A}:1c‘txon; and sometimes it fulfils our
R rometinel wholly e
:‘/ '; em, _’lhe one constant fact is, that
while lhe actions qre being performed, the
F,or:scgous Self is either ‘wholly uncogni-
i/‘::;it(l)‘ thg:m Or unable to control them. It
(;t’]erle;nlcin a state of high activity about
other vl.rrelevant matters; or it is
tareo .YhPRSMV& . Inevery case the line be-
W, gt e Copscnous Self and the uncon-
bcxlc;usl_y workmg.brain is clearly defined.
the a\"mg now famgly traced the outline of
psychological t.acts illustrative of un-

ebration, it is time to turn

We have seen What our brains can do with-
;’tutigugncotrll)sic1ou§ness. The way they do
s ow i

abridged, from Dlrs.e.Cargent(ll:'?)te, slightly
toA;)loggstss 2f4th_e Nervous System appear
action. TheelStal’n powers of automatic
functions th, Pinal cord has for primary
S the performance of the motions

and swallowing. The auto-
f the Sensory ganglia seems
:S t}‘:'lth movements of pro-
N . 45 the closing of the eyes to
ang;:s :fmlightt*anq their secondafyy use
collisions ‘Q. 0 shrink from dangers of
conscious e NCsy befqre he has time for
automatic ;“:Peo Finally we arrive at the
here Dr. CarL ton of th§ Cerebrunf; and
of being (s iPenter reminds us that instead
of the whole (s’”flerly supposed) the centre
with the o, ystem, in direct connection
Apparats %};ms of sense and the muscular
mo’dcrn pl,lysieolgg'reimm is, according to
““A supera

€€ of the hemispheres, and
Potentiality resides. is con-
bensory Tractat their base
l_trehof conveyance for
! ;oory o of the whole body) b
I'i%l;zim:\?i&tl;r‘}l fibres, long since tcrme(?l b;
tha G Wit h slag\acwus foresight, ‘nerves of
relapm tgath hcnses,’. and its anatomical
the same as .gftens‘orlum is thus precisely
ganelionia a (_).i the Retina, which is a
§en§o ) sxpdnhlon connected with the
rium by the optic nerve. Hence it

‘;l{cid boasted 1 p -
and there is a Zm:; ];?d learned to control his dreams,

> a man who always ided his
own fancy in sleep, § ays guided his
hardly deserve the nam:.Ch dreams, however, would
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may be fairly surmised—i. That as we
only become conscious of visual impressions
on the retina when their influence has been
transmitted to the central sensorium, sO
we only become conscious of ideational
changes in the cerebral hemispheres when
their influence has been transmited to the
same centre; 2. That as visual changes
may take place in the retina of which we
are unconscious, either through temporary
nactivity of the Sensorium (as in sleep), or
through” the entire occupation of the
attention in some other direction, so may
ideational changes take place in the Cere-
brum, of which we may be unconscious for
want of receptivity on the part of the
Sensorium, but of which the results may
Present themselves to the consciousness as
ideas elaborated by an automatic process
of which we have no cognizance.”*

Lastly, we come to the conclusions to
be deduced from the above investigations.
We have credited to the unconscious Brain
“he following powers and faculties :—

I. It not only remembers as much as the
Conscious Self can recall, but often much
more. It is even doubtful whether it may
not be capable, under certain conditions,
of reproducing every impression ever made
Upon the senses during life.

2. It can wnderstand what words or
things are sought to be remembered, and
hunt them up through some recondite pro-
Cess known only to itself, till it discovers
and pounces on them.

3- It can _funcy the most beautiful pictures
and also the most terrible ones, and weave
en thousand fables with inexhaustible
nvention.

4. It can perform the exceedingly diffi-]

C‘.“F task of mental arrangement and logical
Civision of subjects.
b 5. It can transact all the mechanical
usiness of walking, reading, writing,
>eWing, playing, &c., &c.
6. It can tell the hour in the middle of the
Night without a timepiece.
¢t us be content with these ordinary
and uninistakable exercises of unconscious
Cerebration, and leave aside all rare or
Yuestionable wonders of somnambulism
ind coyrnate states.  We have got Memory,
Ifﬂncy, Understanding, at all events, as
’i’\uxlticscxcrciscdin full by the Unconscious
drain.  Now it is obvious that it would be
an  ypusual definition of the word
" Thouyght” which should debar us from
ipplyinzr it to the above phenomena; or
Compel us to say that we can remember,
fincy, und understand without ¢ thinking”
of the things remembered, fancied, or
understood. But Who, or What, then, is
1t that accomplishes these confessedly
mental functions? Two answers are given

C*Report of Mecting of Royal Institution, Dr.
Curpenter’s Lecture, March 1, 1853, PP. 4,3
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to the query, each of them, as I venture to
think, erroneous. Biichner and his followers
say, ‘“ It is our physical Brains, and these
Brains are ourselves.”* And non-material-
ists say, * It is our conscious Selves, which
merely useour brains as their instruments.”
We must go into this matter somewhat
carefully.

In a certain loose and popular way of
speaking, our brains are ¢ ourselyes.” ~ So
also in the same way of speaking are our
hearts, our limbs, and the hairs of our head.
But in more accurate language the use of
the pronoun * I”” applied to any part of our
bodies is obviously incorrect, and even
inadmissible. We say, indeed, commonly,
« T struck with my hand,” when our hand
has obeyed our volition. It is, then, in
fact, the will of the Self which we are des-
cribing. But if our hand hasbeen forcibly
compelled to strike by another man seizing
it, or if it have shaken by palsy, we oniy
say, “My hand was forced,” or ‘was
shaken.” The limb’s action is not ours,
unless it has been done by our will. In the
case of the heart, the very centre of physical
life, we never dream of using such a phrase
as *“I am beating slowly” or *‘I am palpi-
tating fast.” And why do we not say so?
Because, the action of our hearts being
involuntary, we are sensible that the
conscious ** I” is not the agent in question,
albeit the mortal life of that ¢“I” is hanging
on every pulsation. Now the problem
which concerns us is this: Can we, or can
we not, properly speak of our brains as we
do of our hearts? Is it more proper to say,
«] invent my dreams,” thanitistosay, ‘I
am beating slowly” ? I venture to think the
cases are precisely parallel. When our
brains perform acts of unconscious cere-
bration (such as dreams), they act just as
our hearts do, 7z.e. involuntarily; and we
ought to speak of them as we always do of
our hearts, as of organs of our frame, but
not our Selves. When our brains obey our
wills, then they act as our hands do when
we voluntarily strike a blow; and then we
do right to speak as if *“ we'’ performed the
act accomplished by their means. .

Now to return to our point. Arethe anti-
Materialists right to say that the agent in
unconscious cerebrationis ** We, ourselves,
who merely use our brains as their instru-
ments;” or are the Materialists right who
say, It is our physical brains alone, and
these brains are ourselves”? With regard
to the first reply, I think that all the fore-
going study has gone to show that ‘‘ we”
are nof remembering, zof fancying, nof
understanding what is being at the moment

*Buchner’s precise doctrine is: ‘¢ The brain is only
the carrier and the source, or rather the sole cause of
the spirit or thought; but not the organ which secretes
it. It produces something which  is not materially
permanent, but which consumes itself in the moment
of its production.”—XKraft und Stoff, chap. xiii.
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remembered, fancied, or understood. ‘To | against

CH

say, then, that in such acts we
““using aur brains as our instruments,”
appears nothing but a servile and unmean-
ing adherence to the toregone conclusion
that our brains are nothing else than the
organs of our will. It isabsurd to call
them so when we are concerned with phe-
nomena whose speciality is that the will has
nothing to do with them. So far, then, as
this part of the argument is concerned, [
think the answer of the anti-Materialists
must be pronounced to be erroneous. The
balance of evidence inclines to the
Materialists’ doctrine that the brain itself
pertorms the mental processes in question,

Y3

and, to use Vogt’s.expression, ‘“secretes
thought” automatically and spontane-
ously,

But if this presumption be accepted pro-
visionally, and the possibility admitted of
its future physiological demonstration,
have we, with it, accepted also the Materia.
list’s ordinary conclusion that we and our
automatically thinking brains are one and
indivisible? Ifthe brain can work by itself,
have we any reason to believe it ever works
also under the guidance of something
external to itself, which we may describe
as the Conscious Self? It seems to me
that this is precisely what the preceding
tfacts have likewise gone to prove—namely,
that there are two kinds of action of
the brain, the one Automatic, and the
other subject to the will of the Conscious
Self; just as the actions of a horse are
some of them spontaneous and some
done under the compulsion of his rider,
‘The first order of actions tend to indicate
that the brain ¢ secretes thought;” the
second order (strongly constrasting with
_ the first) show that, beside that auto-
matically working brain, there is another
agency in the field under whose contro]
the brain performs a wholly different clagg
of labors. Everewhere in the preceding
pages we have traced the extraordinar
separation which continually takes place
between our Conscious Selves ang the
automatic action of the organ which serves
as our medium of communication with the
outward world. We have seen, in a word,
that we are not Centaurs, steed and rider
in one, but horsemen, astrldg on roadsters
which can trot very well a little way when
we drop the reins, and. w}uch at other
times play and canter off without our per-
mission. .

When we place the phenon}ena of Uncon-
scious Thought on one side, and over

are | obtain, I think,

i
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them our conscious personality, we

1 between the two; close as is
their mutual interdependence. = Not to talk
about the distinction between object and
subject, or dwell on the absurdity—as it
S€ems to us—of the proposition that we
ourselves are only the sum-total of a series
of cerebrations—the recognition of the fact
that our bragps Sometimes think without us,
seems to enable us to view our connection
with them in quite 5 new light. Solongas
all our attention was given to Conscious
Thought, .and philosophers eagerly argued
the question, whether the Soui did o did
not ever sleep or cease to think, it was easy
to confound the organ of Thought with the
Coqsqous Self who was supposed alone to
set it in action. But the moment we mass

not only cogitable, byt manifest.

.I'Aet us then accept cheerfully the possi-
blht_y, perl'mps the probability, that science
ere lon_g will proclaim the dogma, * Matter
can think.” Having humbly bowed to the
decree, we -stfal.l find ourselves none the
worse. Adm‘xttmg that our brains accom-
p].lsh much withoyt our conscious guidance,
will hqlp us to realize that our relation to
thzm 18 of a variable—an intermittent—
22&:’ ]zi(r;}ay venture to hope, of a termin-
ha’s:z;tﬁsu(cih a conclusiqn, if reached, will
B & ;)r ed Us any direct argument for
Theon mmortality,” cannot be pretended.

h O}l;g . W€ may succeed in proving ‘“that
It\I:n ’r’ail}r]l ca.n think without the Conscious
tha E:o € great converge tl}eorem, “that
e ”n}fcmus Man can think without a

idence s As yet received no jot of direct
evidence; nor ever will do so, | hold, while
ﬁe whik by faith and pot by sight, and
€aven remaing ¢« 5 part of our religion
and not a branch of oy geography!” ’
mxlxgc‘;f 'ltt l;s something, nay it is surely
e ,f} ’ OY groping among the obscurer
acts o consciousness, we may attain the
at whatever be the final con-
science regarding our men
nature, Fk}e one wh;gch wg have ::m::t]
dreaded, It reached at last, will militate not
at all against the hope, written on the heart

of the nations, b th i ;
N at Hand wh ;
no talsehoods’ Y ich writes

— that
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JESSIE’S FALSE STEP.

BY C.

E. C.

—_—

‘““ Aunt, do tell me whose photograph
that is with the little golden curl fastened
toit. I noticed it the day you sent me to
Your desk for some article you required.

I intended asking you at the time, but|

Something took away my attention, and I
forgot it until now. I fancy there is some
romance about it.”

‘‘ There is, indeed, my dear Minnie, an
Unhappy tale attached to it,” replied Mrs.

lenmore. ¢ 1 have never alluded to it,
as it brings back painful reminiscences of
My early days and earliest friends. Per-

aps it will be a good warning to you (if
I tell the tale) not to be taken by appear-
ances entirely, nor, despising all advice,
Tush on guided only by impulse, which
Was the case with poor Jessie Stan-
h()pe_”

“Iam very anxious to hear it, dear aunt.
Will you tell it this afternoon, as we have
Nothing particular to do?” Mrs. Glenmore
assented, drew her chair nearer to her niece,
and began :—

“You know that my childhood, and
the first years of my married life, were spent
in Jamaica, in the West Indies; my father,
Wwho was in Government service, being sta-
tioned there. I was quite a baby when we
left England, so that my first recollections
are of Jamaica. We lived when 1 first
remember things in a pretty villa in the
suburbs of Kingston. We had no very
near neighbors, and my mother not being
of a very social temper, we had a rather
isolated life. There were only your mother
and myself young folks. We had had 2
brother, but he died many years before my
story commences. Wedid not go to school,
for my mother, who was fully capable,
instructed us at home.

sighed for playmates, but that did not
trouble us much, for we were very fond of
reading, and h_ad plenty of books in place
of companions.

“ When I was about twelve years of age
a change took place in our dull routine of
life. The nearest place to us was a small
cottage lying to the back of our house,
separated by a few fruit trees and a little
pond. One evening, when your mother
and myself were gathering some water lilies
which grew round the pond, we noticed
persons moving about the cottage, and as
it had been uninhabited for some time, and
had always been called by us the ¢ desert-
ed home,” we were not a little surprised,
and ran immediately to tell our mother.
Our curiosity was much excited, but some
days passed without knowing anything
further of our neighbors, when one even-
ing, justas my mother had called for lights,
we heard a gentle knock at the door. My
mother rose and went to it. There stood a
black woman, who said that she was a ser-
vant to the people who had moved to the
cottage. She told a piteous tale of the
deep distress of her mistress, Mrs. Stan-
hope, who was a widow, with two daugh-
ters, quite little girls still. Her husband
had been a merchant in the city; but he
had failed a few months before, and soon
after had taken it so much to heart that
he had fallen sick, lingered a few weeks,
and died, leaving his family penniless,
with the exception of the little cottage left
them lately by an old relative. They had
scarcely any furniture; their very jewels
had been sold to provide them with daily
necessaries; but everything now had gone,
and they were so reduced they had not had

We sometimes |a meal of food that day, and she had come
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out, without their knowledge, to get some | in consequence there was nothing of that

help for them. Of course all this was told |
in a rambling, disconnected manner; but ‘

the substance was what I have said. We
were quite sorry to hear it, My mother
gave her all the assistance she could, and

promised to call, which she did the next!can be enjoyed in a
i clime.

day. Everything the woman had said

| together,

romantic attachment which was between
Jessie and myself. How well I remember
now, the happy evenings we used to spend
gathering wild flowers in the
fields, and many other pleasures which
n evening in a tropical
Years rolled on almost unvaried

was quite true. My mother also heard !‘by any incident worth relating: till at last

what a faithful creature the black woman i change
had been to them. She had lived with lseventeen,

Mrs. Stanhope since her marriage, and

although they could no longer pay her'

wages she refused to quit them, but
remained on, acting as their only protector
and help.

““The Stanhopes had no relations in
Jamaica then living, they having left all
their friends in Scotland many years before,
and having been careless in correspon-
dence, had almost lost all traces of them.
My father, who always tried to perform
any charitable deeds that lay in his way,
immediately called on our clergyman, and
related the state of our neighbors; he
promised to call and ascertain the best way
of assisting them, which he did, and as he
was much beloved in his parish he used
all his influence to obtain for Mrs. Stan-
hope a small school, in which he succeeded
beyond his expectations. My father assist-
ed in the fitting up of the school-room,
and in a short time Mrs. Stanhope was out
of want, and likely soon to be comfortable.
Dear, good woman, she was very grateful
for all that had been done for her. Of
course, in the meanwhile, we girls had
become fast friends, and Oh, how delight-
ful we found it, to have companions of our
own age! Jessie, being about my age, was
my companion, and her sister, Marian, was
your mother’s. But I must give you an
idea what they were like then. Jessie
was rather slight in figure, with soft
brown eyes and curls of the same color,
that fell to her waist; she was buoyantand
impulsive, and very affectionate. I was of
a kindred nature, and Jessie and I loved
each other with more than a sister’s love.
Marian, her sister, was dark-eyed, with
black hair, quietly braided under a net;
they were not more opposite in personal
appearance than they were in disposition,
the latter being rather cold and serious;

came indeed. When I was about

Mrs. Stanhope, through the in-

fluence of the parents of some of her pupils,

got the offer of a school in the city from
a !ady who was retiring from duties
which weighed too heavily on her health.
She accepted of it, ang very soon removed
to town, and the lityle cottage was once
more shut up unti] 5 tenant couid be found.
We all grieved much at our separation ; for
we had been in daily inter&ourse, and now
we could see each other only occasionally.
Some months passed, as months will go,
Whe'ther they are happy or sad, when
Jessie came up one evening to see us. I
thought she looked rather more excited
than usual, ang she soon drew me away
from the others to tell me the secret of it.
Sl.le told me she had been introduced at a
friend’s house to a  gentleman—a Mr.
Nola‘nd; he had beep, very attentive that
evening, and hag

} ' called several times
since.  She described him as being very
handso

m.e and fascinatin g. Of course,I was
VEry anxious to see thijg ¢ paragon,” who
had stolen half of Jessie's heart from me;
but unfortunate]y I fell il1, and was unable
f(') go out for severa] weeks—else my impres-
Sl?n of him might have had some influence
with Jessie before her heart had been irre-
vocab.ly lost. At last I had the pleasure
of seeing Mr. Noland. He was, as Je sie
!md described him, very handsome, tall
in stature, with rather dark complexion,
deep, brown, daZZIing, glittering eyes,
and‘ manners that were altogether too
fascinating to please me, for they seemed

to be hypocritica], None of us was pre-

p'ossessed In his favor—neither was Ma-
rian; bul Mrs,

n; Stanhope was of Jessie's
opinion. As he wgqs a perfect stranger in
Jamaica, having only come out to a mer-
cantile house some months before, my
father determined to pake minute en-

quiries about him. 1y , short time he dis-

L]
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Covered what he had feared, that Noland | realize that Jessie had gone without telling

Was not a good young man ; at nights, after
leaving the houses of his friends where he
had spent the evenings, he and some other
dissipated companions would resort to a
certain saloon, where they were well-
known, and gamble and drink for the
greater part of the night. There was a
Tumor also that he was a married man; he
had said so one night when he had tippled
deeper than usual, but whether in joke or
not, no one could tell. But everything
combined made him a dangerous acquaint-
ance. My father went to Mrs. Stanhope
and told her all he had heard. She was
very much shocked, for he had become a
great favorite of hers; she promisgd, how-
€ver, to discourage his visits until she
heard better tidings of him.

The next day Jessie came to me in great
grief. ¢ Qh! Fannie,” she said, *“ Mamma
hYas told me a terrible tale about Fred
Noland, but I will not believe it. She
Would not let me come down into the par-
OF when he came last evening, and he soon
left, but cannot, and will not give him up.”

I coaxed and soothed her, and tried every
argument to bring her to reason, but with
little apparent eftect. Noland, at last,
;Vint very seldom to Mrs. Stanhope’s; but
tOI:;t.ZW that Jessie met him in secret : she

it to me in confidence, so that I could
ROt inform on her, but I tried to prevent it
~Unsuccessfully, as it proved afterwards.

Ome time passed, when one morning we
Were startled at an unusually early hour
by a knock at the door. It was Marian,
Who had come half-frantic to tell us that
Jessie haq disappeared during the past
€vening, It appearedthather mother and
herself had gone to church; Jessie had
Pleaded iliness and remained at home with
fhe old black woman, who was busy about
Inthekitchen, and Jessie had stolen away. I
Was paralyzed by the intelligence. I blamed
myself very much for not having given a
hint to her sister as to her secret meetings
with Noland, as she could have watched
her more closely. I had tacitly favored
Jessie in this first false step from the right,
and bitterly I repented of it; but it was a
warning to me in all my future life. But
poor Jessie was too far on in the wrong
path to retrieve herself. I could scarcely

.

ot

me of her intention and saying good-bye.
But day after day, week after week, passed,
still no tidings of Jessie. No description
can portray the anxiety of her mother and
sister. The morning after Jessie’s dis-
appearance, Noland was also missing; his
employers could not imagine the cause,
but as they knew some reason must have
been in it, they bégan minute inquiries
into their books, and sorry am I to say they
found wrong entries and altogether such
a confusion in statements in the books,
that when they were cleared up defalca-
tions to some amount were discovered. It
appears that Noland had become very
much in debt in the town, and had been
forming a small fund to take with him.
Why he should have carried away Jessie '
was a mystery; but I suppose there is a
soft spot in the heart of the worst person,
and he must have loved Jessie at that time.
I supposed the reason of Jessie's silence
was that he had forbidden her writing for
fear of discovery. My sadness, however,
was soon to be alleviated, for about this
time I became acqua'inted with your uncle;
his character was irreproachable, and he
seemed so highly esteemed that I thought
myself fortunate in having been his choice.
When four months had passed, just before
I was to be married, letters were at last
received from Jessie; she wrote to her
mother and myself.

They were in Boston; but she did not
mention what Noland was doing, nor did
she give any particulars as to how she had
gone, or where they had been married ; she
expressed herself as sorry at having given
them so much unhappiness on her account
—but, altogether, the letters were not in the
style that Jessie usually wrote. ‘I wrote to
the direction she gave me, but months
again passed without hearing further ot her.
In the meantime. I was married, and truly
happy as I was, I never could long forget
my poor lost friend. When we had been
married about two years, my husband had
an offer to join a large firm in New York,
and we were to godirectly if it was accept-
ed, which it was. The week before we left I
again heard from Jessie; she again wrote
no particulars of herself, only she had a
little girl, which, she said, was a great com-
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fort to her. By the sad manner she wrote | before she left,

evidently she was not happy. Mrs. Stan-
hope’s health began to decline rapidly, and
when I went to take leave of her I feared
she would not long be for this world ; the
duties of the school had entirely devolved
upon Marian.

Many years had passed, and several
changes had taken place, your mother
had married a clergyman and gone to
Bermuda. Mrs. Stanhope was no more.
Marian had gone as governess in an
officer’s family, to the Cape of Good Hope,
preferring not to remain in Jamacia, where
she had known so much sorrow. .

“Ten years had passed, I had had several
dear little ones, whom God had seen best
to take back to Himself.

“One cold November evening, I was
sitting near the fire musing over past
scenes. My husband had gone to Phila-
delphia for a few days onbusiness, and he
was not expected until the next day. I
heard a faint ring at the bell and the girl
soon came in to tell me that a poor young
woman with a little girl, wished to see me.
I told herto bringthem in. The moment
they entered I recognized Jessie, changed
as she was. I was so surprised that I
staggered back almost fainting; but Jessie
ran to me, weak as shé was, threw her arms
around me, saying: ‘“Fannie, I have come
to see you before I die.”

«J was so choked with tears that I could
not speak directly. I brought her into the
warm parlor and put her in a chair near
the fire. I then took her poor little shiver-
ing babe in my arms; it was very thin and
fragile, and was very like her mother.
Jessie had called it after me she told me,
and that she had never ceased to remember
me. As soon as I had given her some
refreshment, and she was sufficiently strong
to speak, I begged her to tell me how she
had become in the state she was in, and
why she had not written to me,'but had
kept herself aloof from a]{ her friends for
S0 many years. She said that she had
written me, but she had probably.not put
my right address, as she }}ad lost it. She
had also written several times to Jamaica,
without receiving any replies; but she
would tell me from the first. Her story
was: ‘“ Noland had seen her the evening
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and had told her he was
leaving on some important business, and
as he was uncertain when he would ever
return, she must go with him. She had
refused at first, but he had pleaded so
earnestly that she had at last consented.
She could not te] me, for she knew that I
never would have allowed her to do it, and
so she went to her fate. He had hurried
her off to a vesse] which was to sail on the
following morning, and not until they
reached Boston hag he married her. They
had lived for a short time happily, but he
would not consent to her writing home,
which she was pining to do. She noticed
he did very little work, never caring to
!(eep a situation, and she could not
imagine what the important business
had been which had taken him away
from Jamaica, Had she known of the
defalcations, she would have understood
it all. She hagq had two boys before
little Fannie, byt they had died. For some
time then, she had seen but little of her hus-
ban.d; night after night he would be absent
until near morning, and then he would creep
in flushed and unsteady in his steps. At
first he was not so unkind to her, except she
at-tem[.)ted to remonstrate with him about
his goingson; but gradually things became
worse and worse, and sometimes, when he
came home very drunk he would beat her
and his little chilq too. At last he would
take article after article from the house to
supply himself wity money, leaving her
and his child to starve,

One night he dig not come home,
in the morning.

nor
During the day she
heard t!lat a jeweller's store had been
broken into ang jewels carried away to
some great amount. Several men were
suspected of being implicated in it, and
amongst them wag her husband. They
had all disappeared, and it was now more
than two years since she had seen him.
She had not grieveq much for him, for she
had almost lost all love for him: he had
been so brutal to her lately. After he left,
she had tried to Support herself by a little
sewing, and any jobs she could obtain; but
at length trouble apq want had acted so
powerfully on her, she could work no long-

er, but determined to gel) the few remain- ~

ing articles she had, endeavor to seek me,

¥
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and if able with my assistance, tol
Proceed to Jamaica. When she got
to New York her money had given
out, and she was hardly able to keep her
Strength up, for she had no money to buy
any food; butakind grocer, whom she had
L28ged to give her our direction from his
JJirectory,’ seeing her fainting state, had
8lven her a few biscuits, which had sus-
tained her until she reached me. She had
©nly a small valise with her clothes. She
Said that was all she had. I did not tell
her of her mother’s death that night, but
the next day, I gradually broke it to her.
She threw herself back on the couch in a
Paroxysm of grief, bitterly accusing her-
Self of having caused her mother’s death.
8radually soothed her at last, and assured
er she should never leave me as long as
she lived, and that she must try and forget
€ Ppast, and be happy once more. Months
e]"‘PSed, Jessie would rally at times, but
$aw she was surely passing away.—

Y husband had also deeply sympathized
¥ith her from the evening he had come
Ome, the day after her arrival, and tried to
o all he could to alleviate her sadness;
but, alas! one morning in spring, Jessie
le'ft this world of care and sorrow. She
fi’ed Tesigned to the will of God, and pray-
'8 me with her last breath to be a mother
to her chilg ; also, if I ever saw her husband,
' tell him she forgave him: but never to
glv_e up her child, even if ever he came to
claim it. I never shall forget what a dreary
8loom was over our home for §ome time.
Through all her sufferings, poor darling,
'€ Was ever cheerful. I gave all my atten-
%% now to my adopted little namesake.
he feminded me so forcibly of her mother;
€8ame hair andeyes, and soft winning
Yays; but I was not long to have her, for
1N less than a year after her mother’s death
She followed her to the grave. Oh! how I
8rieved for my little pet; I had done all I
ould, but her constitution was too feeble,
A few more years glided by, and then
€ame my heaviest SOrrows,—first the death
ofmy beloved husband, then the intelli-
gence of my mother’s death, and soon atter

!broke out here in the States.

Your mother’s. All the troubles came on
me so suddenly that I was almost bereft of |

reason; but gradually through trust and"

comfortin g ¢ sustaining power,” I became
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myself again. Just at thattime the war
I felt I must
be doing something to alleviate my sad-
dened feelings, and I used to attend the
hospital, and try to relieve the sufferers as
far as I was able. There was one comfort
I had, that I was blessed with means
sufficient for all my own wants and also
to assist others who required help. One
day when visiting the hospital, I noticed a
man in one of the wards who seemed not
far from death. It struck me that I had
seen him before. His eyes were familiar;
yetI could notat first recollect why, I
asked the nurses his name, but they did
not know it. I went to him and spoke. As
he replied, although in alow tone, it flashed
on me that it was Noland, the husband of
poor Jessie. He had so changed that he
was scarcely to be recognized as the hand-
some, fascinating man I had once known;
but his voice was less changed. I made
myself known to him. At first he tried to
evade acknowledging that he was Noland;
but I told him that was useless; that all I
wanted was to comfort and help him to
bear his sickness. I feared he might not
live to see another day; and as I wished
him to know about his wife and child, weak
as he was, Idid not like to delay the com-
munication. He seemed more affected than
I expected. Illness had softened his heart.
The tears coursed down his cheeks when I
delivered her last message. lle said he
was very sorry for all his misspent life; that
he had been thinking of his home very
much lately, and had intended to go back
when the war was over; but now he was cut
down; his wife and child gone before
him, and all was over for them in this
world. He said it was drink that had first
got ascendency over and drawn him from
one crime to another. I felt interested in
him for his poor wife’s sake, and every day
I sat with him hour after hour reading and
speaking to him, trying to bring him to a
proper frame of mind, and I hoped, by the
Almighty’s aid. I should be successful. He
died in about a week after, and [ sincerely
trust he was one of the *‘eleventh hour ”—

ifor I knew that itwas not by chance that

he had been thrown in my way.
¢ The photograph you saw, Minnie, was
poor Jessie’s; she gave it to me as the only
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valuable she had. Her husband had had it
taken in their first married days, and when
he left her, and she was obliged to sell her
things, she had found it in his desk, which
she had hidden from him some time before,
to prevent his getting rid of it as he had
done almost everything of value in their
place. When my pet died, I cut oft one of
her curls and fastened it to the photograph
—sad memorials of the past. Do you not
think, my dear niece, that it must be a pain-
ful subject to speak casually on.
have told you the sad story hoping it will
be a lesson to you in your future career,
for youare now at an age when one false
step may carry youfaraway from the paths
of peace and happiness in this world, and
perhaps in the next. Iwasvery glad when
your father came here to live so near to
me that I may watch over and guard you
from the dangers which encompass the
young. Even those who are steady in
their faith are often sore tempted; and you
are all I haveto comfort me in this world.
But here comes your father, Minnie; let us
lock up in our memories the sad past,
and return tothe cheerful present, hoping
there are many happy days instore for us
all.”

S
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CuarTerR VIIIL

TURNING OVER A LEAF.

“ Go to, now, ye rich men, weep and hn\vl”for your
miseries which shall come upon you,

Three months after Frank’s deatl}, Luke
the evangelist—we do not mean him who
wrote the ¢ Acts,” but Luke Rogers—came
again to Alden. He went to Mr. Morley’s,
and was warmly received. The family felt
that Luke had been dear to Frank, and had
striven hard to do him good. Indeed, they
believed he had been the means of doing
the lost son great good. But though Luke’s
kindness to Frank was remembered, and
though Frank’s new grave was in the
garden within stone’s throw, Luke faund
Frank’s name virtually tabooed. It made
the family melancholy to have the dead
mentioned. Ithurt their feelings. It made
the remaining son and daughter sad; and
youth—Mrs. Morley said—should not be

But I}

made a time of sorrow. Ralph was so busy,
and making money so fast that he said no
more about leaving Alden. His remorse,
his repentance, his tenderness about Frank,
had faded away. He did not want them
recalled, and persisted in talking with his
visitor onlx on worldly business, iron,
stocks, banking, real-estate. He could not
be persuaded to touch upon spiritual
themes.

Ralph was president of the Alden Bank
now. He liked the position. The title of
preszflcnt flad always had a rare attraction
‘f?r h1m3 since he had been president of a

debating club,” when he was a lad. As
Iée could not be president of the United
Btates, he was glz}d to be president of Alden

ank, and he lived in hopes of one day
being president of a railroad.

Luke Rogers discovered three facts which
grieved him.
h‘Dﬁscovery first was, that Mrs. Morley’s
ngl est and only aim for mild, easily-led

btl en was, that she should shine in fashion-
gi el society, and marry ¢ rich man (Mrs.
orley had a great regret about Helen. It
iwas(?l?t.that the girl did not possess a hope
n rist, but that she did not possess
pretty, even teeth),
MDxlscqvery second was, that Ralph
orley’s f:urnace was kept going, and the
m'i; working, ?.11 day Sunday. .
e ‘l:f:overy third was, that Freddy was in
cumstl:e warned or improved by the cir-
cum asnces of Frank’s death, but was as
i ever. Burdened by these discoveries,
€ went to bed, and was so distressed
that he could not sleep.
A]Ldlgrlx(e ha(;i ordered his letters to besent to

o, anh'the morning after his arrival he
%v-\s fe Wwhich set him thinking. The letter
cl‘e|- rom a friend, stating the case of a
disa%}]m()iag who had_ been for several years
wa de‘ Y paralysis, and whose only son
werd )’(‘)’(’)g Wwith consumption. The family
e tPl)'x t, andin great need of help. Luke
Sga -f e lett.er Several times. He was very
Pert” %ﬁ this good man’s affliction. Like
hwer,l uke could say, “Silver and gold
<£1[]eds fnoqe. He had not even what
stand or silver ang gold in these days,—
dl a.ctlonal currency, Indeed, Luke was
w‘i:gﬁ]”;;e]}' hpoor. He was one of those
o . 3 ¢hurch expects to run from place
t 50‘11_;11_01115: the Lord’s work, toiling like
e t | lfnef» live on nothing and have
plenty left over. Church arithmetic is
;ie(ll(um;lﬂy a tnﬁg beyond La Place. When
l lt]t e ha'd considered sufficiently on his
‘?\fr, ML put it in his pocket, saying,

Mr. Morley muyst give this man  fifty
do’llars. It will do him good.”

I‘hegnodney would do the recipient good
undou te} 1y but that was not what Luke
meant.  He meant that it would do Ralph
good to give.

To the bank went ILuke. The cashier
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Wwas busy at a desk in a sma] inner room.
There was a neatly-furnished outer room ;
and there Ralph sat on 4 sofa reading his
paper. Luke sat down beside him. Luke
told the story of his frienq. Ralph coolly
said it was a hard case, but he did not offer
to make it easier by a donation,

Luke said Christians ought to provide
for this man, who hag given his strength
tg the serviceof the Church. R

ey would, and looked at the pri
Luke demanded fifty dollars, pR’:Tp?:fcgt;)liﬁi
not think of it. Luke pleaded that Ralph
was rich. Ralph referred to the many
den:;ands he had to meet., He might give
un‘t‘ﬂ he beggared himse[f, if he would

You couldn’t do it,” said Luke !
man ever gave until he ; e
syelf. Tht? Lord can begt youin giving if
you try him. He hag promised to repay
not at ten per cent. but ten-fold. ¢ He ghaé
gives to the poor lends to the Lord,” and
ois own the highest kind of
2y Ving 1s a first-rate investment.”
ve been‘told that before: but it is all
nonsense,” said Ralph, «J lo’ok on giving
Simply as amatter of business. Asa mem-
ber of the community, I must do some-
thing. Churches and schoolhouses must

Zi}]n{)”'t Tl?e_v are necessary to a town,
ring their return to i
and business o, Mr.) Rogere.

men. No, no, Mr.” Rogers.
8lving as a simple business
af ndnot a paying business at that.”
. ow, Luke Rogers made up his mind that
Would have this fifty dollars from Ralph

t g{ €Y, if there was ‘any power on earth
st could get it out of him. He pitted his
himngth againgt Ralph’s. He turned upon
of 1 demanding this money in the name
as al;_mamt_y and frendship.” He urged it
dyin avor due himself. He pictured this
ard 4 youth,—dy.mg, like Frank and Rich-
ley of consumption. Could not Mr. Mor-
enla Sympathize with that case?’ He
co“l;ged upon the woes of a father who
of F not help his dying son. He spoke
hi rank; and, as Mr. Morley still resisted
S appeal, he recalled Frank’s dying bed.
ft°'-l d not Mr. Morley give such a trific as
s Y dollars for Frank’'s sake, to Frank’s
cal nd> who had helped him to meet death
la mly, who had soothed the terrors of his
da.St days. An hour—a whole long hour—
id Luke Rogers persist in this pleading.
le meant to have that money, if it took
an argument of twelve hours. Ifnecessary,
€ would devote that day and the next to
8etting this fifty dollars.” He did not say
50; but he meant 50, and he made his
meaning apparent by his persistency.
Luke believed that Ralph had some vulner-:
able point. His heart seemed encased in
steel; but there must be a joint to the har-
Dess. He found it in memories of Frank,
M his dying words and anxieties, and in
the hindrance that money had been to

o0k upon
Mmatter, g
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Frank. Was not Mr. Morley, in thus wildly
gathering a fortune for This children,—
gathering it in despite of generosity,
Sabbath-keeping, and religious living,—
laying up for them a curse rather than a
blessing? Ralph’s reserve was conquered.
The panoply of ice was melted. He
suddenly bowed his head, and burst into
tears. When he had subdued his weeping
somewhat, he rose and went to the inner
room. One would think he would order
a check drawn for a thousand, or at least
five hundred dollars; but no. He could
not give even a hundred. It was impossi-
ble for him to give more than had been
asked; and, truth to tell, he would be-
grudge that to-morrow.

“ Mr. Pettis, draw up a check for Mr.
Rogers for filty dollars.”

“ Fifty dollars?” asked Mr. Pettis, who
had heard much of what had passed
between the president and the evangelist.

“ Fifty dollars, Mr. Pettis,” reiterated
Ralph. It would probably have ruined
him to give a hundred.

Mr. Pettis drew up the check, whispering
to himself something about’ ‘¢ pulling
teeth.”

Luke sent his fifty dollars to the friend
for whom it had been obtained. We hope
it gave this person more satisfaction than
it did Luke. Luke regarded it as a pledge
of the most outrageous and consummate
selfishness.  lle felt in despair over
Ralph Morley. 1le was joined to hisidol,
mamimon, in a bond that seemed indissolu-
ble.

But, while this scene had been enacted in
the bank, Freddy Morley had been getting
up an excitement of his own in a different
part of the town. Fred was imagined to
be a young man of buisness. He had a
position under his father in the furnace.
But Fred spent the greater part of his timp
idling or riding about town. ‘On this
morning, he meditated a long jaunt on
horseback, and rode his horse into the edge
of the river to water him. The beast,
through Fred's ignorance, slipped into a
deep hole and was drowned. This was not
all. Fred, getting free from his struggling
steed, was swept out into the river, sunk
twice, and was in imminent danger of
drowning also.

A lumber-raft was floating down the
river; and one of the raftsmen, seeing the
excitement on shore, and catching sight of
Freddy’s disappearing head, leaped into
the river, and succeeded in bringing the
insensible lad to the bank.

“ What’s his name?” asked the stalwart
rescuer, as-he assisted in restoring the lad
to consciousness.

“Fred Morley,” was the reply.

The lumberman redoubled  his efforts ;
and when at last Fred opened his eyes, his
preserver grasped his hand, crying cordial~
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ly, ¢ Well, old boy, how do you find your-
self now?”

Fred replied that he felt as if he had hada
close chance for his life, and, if this man
had saved him, he thanked him more than
words could say.

«Hoh!” replied this friend' in need,
« don’t speak of it. I'd do it for any man;
and knew you when you were knee-high to
a grasshopper. Know me?”

Fred confessed his ignorance.

¢ There, I'm Peter Perkins, coming down
from Dodsons’s with lumber. Own partof
the mill now. How are you, Fred? and
how are the other boys?”

«They are dead,” said Fred sighing.
““poth are dead.”

«Oh, come now!” said Peter Perkins,
« don’t tell me that, We quarrelled a bit,
as all boys will, but don’t say they’re dead
already! Why, I'm as stout as a,muose !”

«7They’re both gone, and I've very nearly
followed them,” said Fred.

“Youre all right now,” said Peter
heartily. “ Now tell me where the school-
ma’am is.” .

¢« She’s up in Pittsburg,
feebly.

« Well, she was the making of me, with
her temperance, and her no swearing, and
ler Sunday-school. I wish you’d let her
know it, and tell her I'm everlastingly
thankful to her. Good-by, Fred; my raft
and the other fellows are away down the
river by this time;” and, shaking Fred’s
hand, Peter hurried in a small boat after
his raft.

Fred, lying wrapped in a blanket in the
office where he had been taken, fell asleep;
dreaming, as he slept. of his child-life at
Podson’s, of his grandmother and his

”

replied Fred

cousin, of the school and the lessons and |

the Sabbaths of long ago. His dream wan-
dered on to his plunge under the turbid
water, and his danger of drowning. He
awoke with the horror of death in his mind.

Dry clothes had been sent from home.
e dressed

sobered by it: suppose that strong-armed
raftsman had been far away; and suppose
that now, instead of going home on his
own feet, Fred were lying drifted by an

eddy to a corner of the muddy bank, or, all

white and dripping and nerveless, were
being carried home on a shutter to be laid
in a coffin.  Fred felt serious enough; he

had never met death so closely. The life’
he had been leading had not been such as

to make death tolerable.
While the family rejoiced over Fred’s
escape, and while his father warned him

about the river, and made a few reflections
on the losthorse, and while some questions .

were asked about Peter Perkins, Fred's
mind was occupied with thoughts of what
would come to him after death.

v

, and returned to the house. |
1lis danger had been great, and he was!

tdi
i
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l Luke Rogers was not at the Morleys to
| dinner, but called in the evening, and,
!ﬁndmg Fred lying exhausted on the sofa,
?g dowfl and ha}d a plain talk with him.
!L i next morning, before leaving town,
iryu ?ncadli(:s?ﬁam. Fred was in the libra-
| Y, : g-gown and slippers. He
‘was 'feelmg the effects of his p;esterday’s
wetting. ‘Towhat Luke said, Fred replied,
I k.now a.ll this is true. 1 have been
thinking of it myself. I acknowledge that
Ihave'been leading a bad life, and now I

am going to turn over a new leaf.”
I am glad to hear it,” answered Luke;

. ““ but what do you find :
are turning over »” on this new leafyou

"‘ ‘Well, in the first
- quit swearing,
“ Very well.
LukfI:. ‘It may be hard.”
“Icandoit. Ican do'an thing I mak
] e
up“me mind to,” said Fred groudli-
. 1eou :irﬁ more happy in that than other
people. ave known many good resola-

“tions to be broken,
on your leaf? en. What else do you find

“Oh! Ifind th
I will fall into miat
help father,
us

hrst place, I find I must
d“nklng, and gaming.”
Can you do it?” asked

I must leave idling, or
e b Sclglef again; and I must
as . . -

boys, poor man.”een sodisappointed in

13
sadll;.o you find nothing else ?” asked Luke

“Yes: I find that [ will

3 go to church

e:';rs); ] b}unday, once,—in the evening, I
igather,a:(; most of the girls go then, and
ey and m}:)ther go mornings; so I think
our they ad better be represented by
e the evemng. And—well, there, you
| look as i somethmg else was needful; so 1
will n € Up my mind to read my Bible, a
b P‘e\yhe"te'r}’ Su,nday, when I don’t forget
L ?awdon t that satisfy you, Mr.
gers hat in the name of wonder
ought I to find on my new leaf?”’

Y] Y
cried Eﬂﬁ:f’“ld find repentance unto life !”

‘ And what is
asked Fred.

It is being trul
“it and fearing it
you from it.”

“Didn’t I just tel] .
: you I was going to
leave these sins I have indulged in, and
take a different course ’
“ Irse ?
trustlirc)lo rtlc(.)t find in your intentiong any
g Jesus, any desiring for a new
heﬁrlt, z;]n)l' becoming a Christian.” .
the ressta;fbe as much of a Christian as
something ?lll‘ folks,” said Fred, with
:PITE uld Ot poor Richard’s sneering.
th ers. Thr'lo(ti do to set up as better than
? ! 'lités——' !$ devoutness that exists in some
ménl tm the Rogerses, for instance,
i ;o,?gzr'}? t;zsm.“aturalto the Morleys. I
f if there isn’t : )
tary piety?’ . such a thing as here-
‘ Yes,” said Luke, “I think there is. It

repentance unto life?”

Y penitent for sin; hating
» and flying to God to save
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'Seems an heirloom in some families; and it
1s thus because, like other heirlooms, it is
‘cherished and held precious, talked of,
exhibited in the family, and bequeathed
from parents to children.”
. Just s0,” said Fred lightly. * Now,
Pve'heard Timothy mentioned as a case of
that kind; and I should say my Cousin
Stella was another; grandma, too, perhaps,
though I'm not well enough acquainted
With the family history to be certain; and
Now it strikes me that this piety—what
here is of it in our family—is entailed
OR the female line, and we poor rascals
don’t get any of it.”
uke looked gravely at this youth, who
was thus trifling with sacréd subjects.
18 gravity only urged Fred to further
tolly.
. “There’s my respected father,” said this
rrepressible youth. “I should say he
‘aught his piety in his early days by con-
tact with his parents, The piety was in-
}ectlous; but he was a poor subject, and
'ad only a mild type of it; it did not come
out well,” )

“Can you not be persuaded to take a
‘more serious view of this greatest question
Which will ever be presented to you? Can
YOU not feel that this is the day for deci-
S1on, and that your soul may be lost or
saved according to the determinations ot
Is hour?” said Luke.
4 No, I really can’t,” replied Fred.
2285 not look  that way to me at all. I
;{%l.d Yyou what I found on my new leaf. I
Ik it reads up pretty well, and I shall
PUtit in practice from this time out.”
thi ke Rogers walked towards the depot
SAinking, that, though Fred sneered and
Jested, there was yet a good deal of truth
o What he had 5aid of his father and his
amily,
After these experiences at Alden, if Luke
Ought of selfishness, Ralph Morley at
Nce came before his mind as its most per-
“ECt type; but Luke was not the only one
;10 came in conflict with Ralph’s beset-
Uing sin. No member of his flock 50 tried
'€ Pastor as Ralph; and, in the matter of
glving, Ralph was especially at fault.
Although he spoke s0 much of * the money
‘“€mands” upon him, asif he met them
all, Ralph was finding means to escape
irom every one. On the Sunday when the
‘ollection’for Foreign Missions was taken
up, Ralph invariably was at home with a
§1ck headache. When the day for provid-
Ing for Domestic Missions came round,
Ralph was absent in the city : he had busi-
Ness there, and he made it convenient to be

o It
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and did not know as he should approve
them!” The Bible Society was denied on
the pretence that it was too well supported
already, and had too many salaried off-
cers! If the agent for this cause was vesy
persevering, he, maybe, gottwo dollars.
As to the cause of education, Ralph flatly
condemned that. People would educate
themselves if they were worth any thing.
“The Freedmen” were a ‘ new-fangled
charity, and he wasn’t sure that aid to them
was judicious.”

It was time for a new library in the Sun-
day-school. Two ladies who were collect-
ing for this went to Ralph. e referred
them to his wife. This ¢ came within her
province : she would give what she thought
proper.” Ralph well knew that his wife
was even stingier than himself!

Mrs. Morley told the ladies that she did
not feel particularly interested in the
Sunday-school library. None of her family
attended the school. She benevolentlv
offered them two books which she had had
in her library some ten years. One was
the autobiography of * Mrs. Mary Anna
Eliza Hinks.” This delightful volume was
somewhat tarnished with age, and had
several dozen leaves uncut; it had been
very popular in its time, having passed
through an edition of five hundred in eight
years. The other book was a twelvemo of
six hundred pages, being the history of the
¢ Kiang Ho Kiang Mission,” which had
been successfully planted, but, being too
far north, had frozen out in the seventh
month of its existence. The committee
declined to accept these valuable works;
they feared the pupils of the school might
perversely fail to be interested in them;
they also thoughtthe donation ridiculously
unsuited to Mrs. Morley’s means. A%
they would not take what they could get,
they got nothing; but the library was
obtained at last.

At Christmas-time a ¢ Tree ”” was want-
ed for the Sunday-school, and another
committee went about to solicit contribu-
tions. Theydid everything by committees
in Alden. This committee was young and
inexperienced. Mr. Morley sent themn t,
Mrs. Morley; and Mrs. Morley offercd
these ¢ Two VOLUMES”—she spoke them
in capitals. Not old enough, wise, or
brave enough to refuse the gifts, the cre.t-
fallen committee accepted with thanks, |
was supposed to be a great relief to M.
Morley’s mind to get those books off her
hands.. A mischief-making young gentle-
man wickedly did the VoLUMEs up in 4
neat parcel, and, directing them to Ralpi
Morley, Esq., hung them on the Chyist-

about that business at thig particular time.
‘“ Church-Extension Sunday,” as Ralph
called the
found Ral
the Tract
that *‘ he

ph i!l with Neuralgia. He shirked
-Society subscription on the plea
hadn’t looked over all their books,

Sabbath for that collection,!

mas-tree; but the minister’s wife—excellent.
woman !—considered herself the guardiun
lof congregational peace, and so quiectiy
'abstracted the package, and hid it in her
-rat-haunted attic. If it had been another
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minister’s wife of my acquaintance, she
would have let the books hang!

Ralph’s pastor confided some of his
troubles to a brother in the ministry; “Mr.
Morley is very wealthy, and oughtto give
one-third of all our contributions; butIcan

hardly ever get a cent out of him. He is.

invariably away when a collectioniis taken
up. Indeed, we spoke of having a mite
collection taken up every Sabbath morning
for current church-expenses; and we had
to give up the idea because he said he
would leave the church altogether if he had
a contribution-plate thrustin his face every
time he came out to service.”

¢ P'll tell you what,” said the ministerial
- friend; ‘‘try the card-system on him,—
that will bring him.”

¢ What is that?” asked Ralph’s pastor.

¢« Instead of passing about the plates in
church, get cards with the object printed
upon them, enclose in envelopes, and direct
to each church-member. Send them
around, and make a few remarks from the
pulpit, telling your people to write their
dopations on the cards, and that youdo
not expect only the Lead of each house, or
the male members, to give; but let wives
and children set their names and contribu-
tions on the cards. Tell them they must
regard giving as a family matter and a
family privilege.”

«“T'll doit,” said Ralph’s disconsolate
spiritual shepherd; ¢ butI dare say he’ll
get out of it some way.” .

The card-system was tried as recommen-
ded; and, as the pastor prophesied, Ralph
“ got out of it.”

“ I did not find your card, Mr. Morley,”
said one of the officers of the church, meet-
ing the redoubtable Ralph on the street.

“Qh,—ah,—no! It was mislaid some-
how. Not taken out of the church-seat,
very’ likely. Ah, yes, overlooked, I sup-
pose.” R

«T will give you an opportunity to sub-
scribe now,” said this truly accommodating
church-officer.

“QOh! well, don’ttrouble yourself. A'ny
other time will do equally as well,”” replied
Ralph, and went his way.

«T will manage him now,” thought the
pastor. And the next time a contribution
was inorder, a person was deputed to make
the rounds of the congregation, distribute
the cards, and afterwards collect them.
This time Ralph Morley was fairly caught.
He took the card, and wrote down — five
dollars. .

We should be glad to have giving a family
matter in our church,” said this “Vigilance
Committee.” ‘We would like to see the
names of Mrs. Morley and your children.”

“1 give for the family,” said Ralph
haughtily. ‘“ And this is as much as any
one gives,—and all I can put down besides,
there are so many demands on me!”
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“P‘I’LIave you cornered our friend Morley
yet?” asked the ministerial adviser of
Ra}le'} s pastor.

‘“ Yes, at last,” groaned this afflicted
wz:fc}l\xmdan }?n thé wagus of Zion. )

nd what was t ”

“ Five dollars!” he result?

“ Frve dollays 1
that trouble!
blessed thing is

Five dollars after all
Oh, five dollars! What a
“You g getlzpnevolence ”
ing ver ” sai
Pa‘s‘.t%"s wife to her ﬁus%ziyndg.my, aid the
0 wondef,” replied this martyr to a
good cause. ¢ IfI had two Ralph N)I’orleys
‘s" md)’ congrega_txon, to run their furnaces
unday, and shirk benevolence, my head
w%{uhli be as white as the snow on Hermon.”
witha;)}];lne‘:er got back that five dollars
ful o ?SSlng- The Lord loves a cheer-
ul giver; but all Ralph’s heart ached over
Pé‘"tmg With that five, He had a more
tsa“ fraternal affection for the group of
hiPSﬂ:lal‘df on 1ts back, and, with tears in
ing ')'esl’]e;ozzd his last at Columbus land-
Rl V€ up trying to make him
L:’li)tehra%l aé’ter that. "He had been reasoned
sermo}ln prayed for. He had heard a
man in tohn glving, which convinced every
as‘he - ‘fdchurch but Ralph Morley; and,
of bis \(\)ru not be turned from thé error
went hiv 2y, they let him alone; and he
factio OWn way very much to his satis-
R M=giving nothing but the moderate

portion he chese to Logerat
salary. The churen pay for the minister’s

members,—3a director of the Alden Bank,—
;r;]:él:lllt:ig It a personal matter that Ral’ph
pomng] glve fifty dollars towards it, Ralph
gay be‘,:aconmdermg it a matter of business,
fnd be use he hag many dealings with
the ofecé%r‘;galld the girector was 4 mem-
§8. ut, though Ralph
;l:e%nlqugquhelp towards buyingga parsoI;x-
fogr ’ h? i Inot hesitate to buy anew place
| blmse f, much more beautiful ang
va uah e than the ope where he had lived
sxrx;ce tehcame to Alden. He could sell his
g n;enl tome ata bargain. He could buy
a horzvseothatt a bargain; and he would build
2 .ﬁa should astonish all Alden by
its mjilgc?l cence. He did not think of leay.-
{)rcle%ter tenbnow. He reasoned that it was

l O De the greatest man there than
only one of the many great in New York
or Philadelphia, And now the furnace
roared and glowed, and workmen’s ham-
mers and chigelg rung, saws grated, and
trowels spread the Mortar; and poor Ralph
Morley, who had no mansion prepared for
him above the skies, wag preparing a very
nice mansion for himgeif here below.

If Ralph had deliberately set himself to
take his portion in thig world, his conduct
would have been congigtent. If he meant
to have no good things except on this side
the grave, then let him eat and drink and



Moth and Rust.

be merry while he could. If he found
satisfaction in selfishness, let him be
selfish. If money and a fine house, a good
:able and expensive clothing, represented
1o htm the highest happiness, by all means
et him have them; and let us pity the man
whose desires were 5o narrow, whose lofti-
\evSt reachings were so low, whose choice
; as so vain. But Ralph was miserably
hconsistent. He held fast to his church-
Membership, as if that would give him a

claim on God’s eternal blessing. He would |

not live up to his duty, and be a whole-
:’lvf’i]arted Christian; and he could not be a
- <l>le-'nearte§i man of the world, for all his
h.f‘)" ec{ugatxon, and what we have called
h;sd religious instincts,” forbade it. Ralph
neith110t grace enough to serve the Lord,
he er had he callousness enough to
fac::::x_-tlly serve the Devil. He got no satis-
m (;Oﬂ anywhere. Oh, if he had only
ade up his mind to follow after holiness,
“fewv different had been the record of his
gr:\x;lcllld a great deal of fuss and bustle, the
and thl'lew house was built and furnished,
brat, e family moved into it. They cele-
cl‘usid the removal by a grand party,—a
he party, which amazed all Alden.
Y had a supper and waiters sent from
andcxty. There were music and dancing,
Wex_ecards'and wine. And worldly people
sca der_lkus, and church-members were
leinhahz‘ed' And Mrs. Morley was in the
tenidt of her glory, and perfectly con-
antie Wearing a ruby-colored moire-
]arsque, trimmed with lace at twenty dol-
a ﬁ&a yard, with a new set of jewellery, and
ma y;dollar. head-dress, Mrs. Morley sat
heagdmﬁcent in a velvet-lined chair atthe
youn of her saloon parlor; and, while the
Y00 g men jested and laughed in the wine-
: m,ethe elder people devoured luxuries
supper-room. The chandeliers
:;lei’;‘bled,. and wreaths and bouquets
an ered in the tumult of the music and the
benfmg; and a circle of gray-headed men
thi over the card-table. Did Mrs. Morley
Nk of the price of souls that had been
a‘“d for all this, and of the two sons who
ere lying under the dahlias and the vio-
&ts in somebody else’s garden ?
b Ralpl_] Morley walking through his fine
Ouse, in this evening’s splendors, flattered
Hy obsquious guests, and seeing Fred and
; elen enjoying themselves in all the care-
€ssness of youth, held his head high, and
tried to think that he was happy. Yet, for
all this trying to be pleased, there was an
under-current of disappointment and of
unrest stealing coldly along somewhere;
and he felt its chill, and heard its murmurs
among all the song. the music, the laugh-
ter, the feasting, dancing, perfume and
flowers.
O Ralph! tous has come down the echo
of stern James's speech,  Go to, now, ye
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rich men, weep and howl for the miseries
which shall come upon you.” This life in
which you heap up gold, and flaunt your
fine array, and hold yourself above your
fellow-men, is such a little space, and over
it darkens and closes, narrowing the hori-
zon every day, that future which you
never can escape.

If Mrs. RalphMorley had an idol besides
herself, that idol was Ilelen. As the
mother scanned the gay assembly that
evening of the party, her mind was full of
plans for her daughter. IHelen was a
meek, timid, gentle little creature,—delicate
enough to have filled many mothers with
apprehension; so sensitive and yielding,
as to have made a wise mother guard her
with the tenderest vigilance, lest the
happiness of her guileless life be suddenly
and fatally wrecked. But Mrs. Morley was
troubled with none of these anxieties. She
meant to mark out a line of life for her
child, and place her init. She could move
her piano, her pictures, her sofas, here and
there as pleased her; and she had some
vague idea of proceeding in the same way
with her daughter. As Mrs. Morley saw
one and another paying to Helen those
attentions which courtesy and the girl’s
own prettiness and mildness made natural,
she considered how she should marry her
daughter. And money was the requisite
with Mrs. Morley. The young man she
would select for Helen must have money.
She did not consider whether a person
were suitable in age, morals, or disposi-
tion ; money would make him eligible, and
money only. Mrs. Morley performed
many examples in mental arithmetic that
evening. This young man had a very rich
father; but the father was likely to live so
many years, and mightlose his money half
a dozen times before he died. Here was
the son of an old man; but there were five
brothers and sisters to divide the property,
and each would have but a moderate slice.
Mrs. Morley divided hundreds of thousands
by three, four, five, and six thatevening;
and when the party was over, the lights put
out, the house locked up, and Mrs. Morley
ready to go to bed, she had not yet made
up her mind what she would do with poor
Helen.

When Ralph Morley retrieved his fallen
fortune, one would have expected of him
two suitable actions. The first would have
been to pay back to his. mother the money
he had lost for her; and the second to ask
her to return to live with him, instead of
leaving her to be supported by the labor of
Stella’s hands.

Four thousand dollars looked 50 muc
Ralph Morley, however, that he coulléid:xgz
muke up his mind to pay it over to g
person who would not go to law with him
for it. He tried not to think of it ver
often; and, when he did, he reasoned tha};
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old people had no use for money, and that | ther applicat; .
the £;unr': would be his when Evis motheriduee. pplications for what was her just
died; and it mﬁde ml)l mattgr these few| ¢Tknow,” gaj
ears. You see, he coolly set Stella’s claim ' one da «
gut of the question. Ralph said nothing . great ge;g Sr;i}li’ ¥ that yot;lr father left a
in his short notes to his mother about his : got. I wish we kp Opelv'vt{ than you ever
renewed prosperity. He had a favorite ; with it; for it see o athe had done
sentence about ‘“hard times;” another out of it, and ha
about *“killing one’s self with work;” and for me.”
a third about *“ the great expense of sup-; “If hadg come i
porting a family;” he put these, with | fortune when m
slight variations, in every letter. | Stella, lookin J
Father Honest was the first person to | which sh
bring this matter clearly up to Ralph.|made me
Father Honest was no longer Stel&’s:beingpoor,pf(}):;ge Iand eé‘@ravaga“t' By
guardian; but he was her good friend and | my, and sympath ea{nle ln'nclustry, econo-
adviser. And, when the news drifted to | ing,—three expe{-); Wxt} the poor and toil-
him that Ralph Morley was again wealthy, | at” almost any priEHCestoth purchasing
he made it his business to go to Alden,  Lord is such ate cg.. think the good
and suggest to Ralph that he should not deny his Chr}l or parent that he will
refund to his mother the little property he | which is safe for t;ldren any indulgence
had lost for her. Father Honest was not | have been a try rem. If wealth would
authorized to do anything, however; he | have had jt ¢ benefit to me, I should
could only talk of justice, and decency, | dreadful so;'t OSOmetxmes wonder what

d this fond old grandma,

nto possession ofa large

father died,” replied
g€ up from the block upon
€ Was drawing, ¢ it might have

and appeal to honor; and Ralph was not
the man to give up four thousand dollars
when he could by any means keep it. He
growled out that he ““ supposed his mother
was comfortable, and not in need of any
thing.”

“That may all be; but your niece works
for it,” said Honest.

¢ She would work any way,” said Ralph;
“it’s in her, and she likes it. She might
have got married a dozen times if she
chose. She enjoys being independent, and
taking care of her grandmother.”

“I shouldn't think you would enjoy
having her do it,” said Mr. Waters with
scorn.

¢ Mother wouldn’t be contented living
with us,” said Ralph evasively. ¢ My
young people are gay, and like society.
My wife sees a good deal of company ; and
my mother has some old-fashioned
notions, which suit Stella. I regard her
happiness, when I do not send for her to
come here.” .

¢ And do you regard her happiness when
you do not send her money that is her
own? Even old ladies like to be indepen-
dent!” cried Father Honest, who had a
wholesome contempt for a man who would
cheat his mother, when he dared not cheat
anyone else. L

Old Mrs. Morley, desiring to do justice
to Stella, wrote to her son about money,
when she fairly realized that the furnace
was bringing him a fortune yearly. He
sent her a check for five hundred dollars,
saying, he would send more wken ke could;
and adding some remarks so painful to the
aged mother, thatshe never made any fur-

2222:‘6 if T were rich, since it has been

R Sary for me to be so poor.”
smiligrlxgng;na lookeq at the fair face, bent
nothing cq ei‘ the daily task, she felt that
and jovousu d have spoiled this generous
ere way nature, ]%ut God knew best.
and this work for Stella in the world,

ne wWas her preparation.

defracd ac;?dld think that a man who could
able ofshowfleglect his mother was incap-
as we are w}l:{g gratitude to anyone. But,
his due andl Ing to give Ralph Morley all
of his c’har rake up from the general ruin
ness that acter any little scraps of good-
may remain, we must state that

his conduct
kind andcfati(:h?l? Stacey was that of the

+ friend. From Stace
&thp;‘o‘zzlﬂd receive reproofs and advigé
him, Tne else would venture to utter to
reproofs ¢, he did not amend at the
» hor t;czllovstl;le advice ; but he bore
. med the giver. Stacey was
ggf'nt?dg tgg old to work much; but shg had
steps fg’rhorp on the lower floor, to save
fireplac €r'; and she satby a cheerful little
p 'e’g l(‘)‘:':‘-]t_llll‘g Ralph’s socks, and
Im in her heart. For
itgrcs.i)’nthf’re Was always a cheerful “good-
Christmg, for Stacey a birthday and a
the life-las gift of a new gown. And, for
served ho,“g devotion wherewith she had
M, Ralph was giving the old
((i?ha ‘home and as happy a
ristian and liberal man
gx;aiz;rthawould have done. And, though
ersis{esd W and lamented Ralph’s sins, she
P 0 saying, he was ‘“ not so bad as

| ]t)l;‘,s,eemed, and would come right by and

(To be comtintied.)

f person I should have -

e o
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WHAT IS TRUE POLITENESS?

BY MRS. H. W. BEECHER.

: “Ah! How do you do? Iam truly glad
dc" See you! Oh dear, there’s the bell! I
did hope we should have no ‘callers’ to
Interrupt us this evening—and that’s surely
m"i(h, a good fellow enough; but he
th? es such long calls, and comes so often,
P ldt he israther tedious. Iwish the young
o kS"were in; but I must be polite, I sup-
{’}‘1’58 —and with a slightly impatient air,
c € lady went forward to receive the unwel-
Ome guest,

fow unfortunate that young people must
sgl?b'thrOUgh some mortification, and be
rie Ject to some slight rebuffs, before expe-
m nce teaches them the wisdom of Solo-
On’s counsel—¢ Restrain thy foot from
of};hnexghbor’s house lest he grow weary
so €e, and hate thee.” I always feel
Ty that they must learn this. It is a
Oarl'd lesson for the young. AndIam sorry
to tthe hostess also. ' Itis no easy thing
€mper coolness with kindness in such

g’;Ses. I hope she will showx her annoy-
i?) as little as possible. But—how is

8¢ Do my ears deceive me?
see Ah! Mr. , I am quite delighted to
you again. Walk right in. Lay aside
y°“fr Overcoat and spend the evening.”
ju no! I couldn’t possibly. I was
ta:‘t Passing, and could not resist the temp-
on to run in and inquire about you all.
ust stay only a moment.”
v hnonsense! I can’t allow you to leave.

Ou must stay to tea. Our young people
Will soon be in, and to lose your call will

€ a great disappointment.”

‘“Ireally ought not to stop to-night; but

never know how to refuse you, dear

rs. D’ .

When the ¢ young people” came in, they
adjourned to the front parlor, and were
soon engaged in cheerful, pleasant dis-
Course, while the hostegs turned her atten-
tion to her elderly guest,

“I am glad to be let off so easily. I
feared I should be compellad to entertain
Mr. — till tea time, and lose half my
visit with you. But are you not well?
You look troubled !”

“Shall T tell you honestly, I feel only
half sure that I am really a welcome guest
here to-night.”

« How can you say so? Do yvou not
know that you are always, and at all times,
welcome? .

«T certainly did think so until within a
few moments.”

«What can have happened to change
your mind so very suddenly?”

] so truly love you, Mary, that I shall
tell you the whole truth, frankly. When I
came you met me with the greatest cordi-
ality, and I was truly happy to be with you
once more, When the bell rang, you
seemed to dread the interruption, and was
half vexed when you recognized the voice
of your visitor. 'That did not surprise me,
for I well understand how an unexpected
call will interrupt and mar anticipated
pleasure, by distracting the attention, and
drawing it away from the invited guests of
the evening. Yet it was only a ‘ call,’ and
need not have detained you long. Butl
was grieved, and my faith in true friend-
ship sadly shaken, when I heard your greet-
ing to the ‘rather tedious caller.’” Your
manner was as winning, and your gratifi-
cation as apparent, as, when I, your mvn’t’ed
and expected guest, entered the room.

«Why! What would you have me do?
Surely not treat a gentleman rudely or

4 pes

un“‘g];‘;]x{o means. But when you did not
wish him to remain, and knew that he had
no intention of doing so, why feign a
desire for his company which your hea}rt
did not sanction? If you always urge him
with such apparent cordiality, no woqder
his calls are long and frequent_-ted:aus,
as you termed them when speakmg_to me.
Surely neither courtesy or politeness
required that you should do more than chat
a few moments, and let _hlm depart. That
would have been true kindness. Having
fresh in mind your words and manner,
when you heard his voice in the hall, and
contrasting them with theextreme urgency
of your solicitation to remain, is it strange
that I said in my heart—‘How do 1 know
but I was invited here in the same spirit,
simply as an act of courtesy? and the
earnest, cordiai, affectionate greeting I
received was but seeming—the heartless
formula of fashionable life?”

1 only did as all must do, if they would
secure and maintain arespectablestanding
in good society.”

«“My dear child, ‘there is something
rotten in the State of Denmark’—in this
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so called ‘good society’—if it compels
untruthfulness.”

¢I grieve that you judge me so harshly.
You surely do not believe I would tell 'a
falsehood ?”

“That is too rough a term to be
mentioned to ears polite, but, by your own
statement, what else was it? You urge this
uninitiated young man to do that which
you acknowledge you did not desire him
to do. Bear with me, my child; I speak
but tor your own good. TIn the whirl and
excitement of fashionable life, you cannot
understand how this hollow-hearted mode
of existence appears to a looker-on. Not
this instance alone—but there are 2
thousand varieties in which strict truth is
thought quite old-fashioned and unneces-
sary.”

We are surprised and pained at the lack
of real, genuine truthfulness in the social
intercourse between friends, as well as
with passing acquaintances. And it is so
often manifested in cases where a strictly
truthful course would be the easiest and
altogether the kindest way. A certain
amount of attention, a certain number of
calls, are thought necessary, if one would
keep in good and regular standing in
fashionable, genteel society. But that
these calls and attentions should spring
from the heart—from true kindness and
friendly feeling—is often apparently as
fully ignored as if such emotions had no
real existence. And whenthese ‘“‘calls” have
been made, the proper attention rendered,
what good has been accomplished? Often
none at all, and it is well if sometimes
positive evil is not the result, if not to
others, to one’s own self. Time uselessly
spent, wordsuttered that have no meaning,
oracovertone towound and vex ; assurances
of pleasure and interest which your heart
denies; laying your own truthfulness as a
sacrifice on the altar of politeness—what
good results can you expect? We feel
moved to speak earnestly to our young
friends justentering thisstrange, upnatu{al
life, because we would have you think aof it,
soberly, as Christians should. We are told
to let our ““ yea be yea, our nay, nay, for
whatsoever is more than this cometh of
evil.” In all truth and fidelity, deal by
others as you would have them deal by
you.— Christian Union.

YOUNG MOTHERS.

Some persons consider the cares of
those whose little ones are yet but babies
as trifling, and consequently leave young
mothers unsympathized with and undi-
rected, to spell out in unhappy mood their
day-long and often night-long lessons,
while others throw into the hands of
irresponsible, ignorant hirelings these

Young Mothers.

cares, vainly thinking that they have no
further responsibility. It is true that in
the first months of infancy very little can
pe gqne tqwards training intellect or
instilling Principles; the thousand offices
must l}e performed for the body. Justin
this view, for an intellectual woman to
spend day after day in dressing and
uqdressmg ababy, in hushingits undefined
cries, assisting " jtg helplessness, seems
smal! employment; and even the tender
gyshmg h?art of the mother sometimes
ylelfis to dxscouragement. She feels that
shfe is dox.ng nothing; that while performing
this .ro’utme of labors, she is fulfilling none
of llfe.s great duties, that the months
?i[l)le‘nt in mfantjle care are a blank, the
b Ing up of which will be required at her
and in the performance of more public
Jec The mother with the care of an
;:1 ant, may do muych beside ; but all the
de"rl: a(x;d strength which its necessities
feeli?zn thshould be cheerfully yielded,
b thg 1€ assurance that no redemption
hat time ang strength will ever be
;euqrulred of her.' While in the hushed
indisterdy’l hummmg the necessary love-
i ed lullaby, she is as literally fulfilling
1€ command, « Go, work to-day in My

vineyard,” as is she who treads a foreign
80il to teach th i th
mothers, e heathen. Oh, did the

the Christian mothers of our land,
God’s hat in just the circumstances where
requiregr?;ldence plac_es them, there He
everyda €m to glorify Him, just the
The tos }t"}\;ork Hg puts into their hands is

¢7? tle requires them to improve, with

how much more zeal i
and devotion would
they address themselves to thes

but feel t

o € immortal spirit in which
;t lls fto €XPAnd and be prepared for a celes-
1al form. I@ is the framework on which it
may leanin itg up
which may give i

each apartment,
eye watch each 1j
guard every press

that your own jealous
ne clof the trellis, that you
¢ ure lest earthly teguments
mar its beauty and weaken ang dig;tort its
growth, At thig €arly period, as at a more
advanced age, it iy impossible to lay
down theories to guide. Every mother
will find by experience that theory and
practice in the management of children
cannot always be mage 1o blend. A caretul
observance of the |aws of nature and rea-
son, with the mothepg love, are the best
g;rectors. In regard to dress and position,
it would be well for the mother to have refe-
rence to her own feelings in similar circum-

stances in some degree, making necessary
allowance for the delicate susceptibilities of

et
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A Visitor.

infancy. In many cases, no doubt, infants
are rendered very uncomfortable, if not per-
manently injured, by a harnessing of cloth-
Ing in which the mother herself would not
remain half-an-hour. To make them look
trim and straight, waists and bands are
Pinned so snug that their little bodies
ave more the look and feel of a stick
of wood than of flesh and blood.—
;‘V{)uld a lamb thrive and sport in such
: Xings? They are many times kept, if not
T an unnatural position, so long in the
S2me one that their outraged feelings cry
?}\:t for redress, and if not apparently sick,
€y are called cross. In avoiding this
ZXtremez they are often put in another,
dqually injurious to their comfort and free-
om; that is, constantly in the hands of
50:}e individual to toss about and fondle,
;'Y ich prevents the happy freedom of the
a‘mbS, and though they ‘may become so
ir(l:customed to this that they will cry it not
natthe arms of some person, still it is not
theural, and it is far better never to form
o habit. The infant, no doubt, often
edes from fatigue, excitement, or an over-
motﬁtomach, and the wearied, impatient
tossi €r or nurse attempts to quiet it by
morlngs, .or placing it in 2 condition still
by re exciting—giving lt‘stifl more food, or
aie apid rocking, while singing some noisy
s When perhaps half-an hour at most in
sogf‘ﬁ?t room, murmuring some gently
ess Ing strain, would save hours of rest-
Cha?es§ and fitful screams. There is a
infa M in peace and quiet that will control
nat:c)” an.d for the most part keep itin its
ey ral attitude of engaging loveliness. It
rOuf]:jy easy, }_mwgver, toaccustomthem toa
call of dissipating manceuvres which will
cha €very day for an increase of noise, and
Nge of place and playthings, so that the

ole house becomes akind of baby-bedlam.

pe as been laid down as a maxim, * Never
TMita childto cry.” Yet let the mother
c;) the best she can, the baby will sometimes
ity When she can see no possible reason for
™ And is it an unpardonable offence?
a € mother sometimes weeps from heart-
Che, when with her reason and power of
Speech she cannot tell what makes her heart
ache. Little heads may ache. Little brains
May have become excited by studying too
longthe curious lines on the wall, or listen-
Ing too intently to the sounds to which the
New ear is just optned. Be calm and
Patient, mother, and father too, if your little
nestling does sometimes disturb your hours
of sleep. Some strange sound may have
fallen on its delicate ear, some strange fear
may have taken possession of its little
bosom as the eyes opened upon the con-
fused darkness of the night.” The natural
disposition, we think, has much to do with
the actions of infants, no less than with
men and women. A course pursued with
one will not answer for another. They
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are miniature men and women, and the
natural tendencies of the child you will see
in the man, modified, to be sure, by edu-
cation and circumstances. - We used
occasionally to see a beautiful infant boy,
playful and happy as a kitten. Suddenly,
without any apparent cause, his laughing
face would cloud, he would cry bitterly, and
refuse to be soothed. Years passed, and
that boy was placed by Providence under
our immediate care. We came to our task
begirt with wise theories, resolved that
with kind devotion we would prevent what
seemed to us fitful crying. But much of
our garnered wisdom long since vanished
from its storehouse. =~ We have learned
that ‘the wind must be tempered to the
shorn lamb.” The sensitive boy is still
frequently made very unhappy by trifles
which only make another by his side smile.
His keen sensibilities, either of joy or
sorrow, are fanned to a flame by a breath.
The stern decision which may be requisite
in another case, only makes him desperate.
A garment does not feel right, a stocking
is too short, and all the decision and
reasoning of a host of matrons cannot
convince him that he is comfortable, while
an unwitting change of subject will divert
him from his uneasiness and cause him to
forget his trouble. We expect, should he
live to become a man, he will be easily
troubled still. We say, then, let the dis-
positions of infants even be carefully
studied, and let no mother despair and feel
that though her labors are shaded they
are in vain. She may toil silently, and go
to her grave unknown, but she may set in
motion springs that will move a world.
Motkers Friend.

A VISITOR.

Mrs. Crowner, a poor widow over on the
hill beyond Meadow Brook, stepped in
this afternoon on her way home from the
village. She hadbeen helping the dactor’s
wife to clean house and wash bedclothes.
She was tired; it is a walk of three miles,
and her health is not very good, and we
were glad to have her call in and rest her-
self.

Grandma always keeps the teakettle on
the stove all the time, just in case a poor,
tired, hungry person comes in and needs a
cup of tea. It is no trouble to us, and a
great help to those who are weary and need
the refreshing cup that cheers. "While she
was sipping her tea and eating some of the
nice kind of cakes that grandma always
has—a kind that improve with age—1
observed that she wore a very pretty black
calico dress. Now I have a weakness for
black calico’ dresses; but one has to be 5o
very careful of them; and then they are
never pretty after they have been washed.
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I remarked this to Mrs. Crowner, and
she laughingly replied that she had worn
that dress for her best one for over two
years, and it had been washed frequently,
and that she never had had any difficulty
in keeping black calico from fading or
growing dingy.

This was all new to me, so I took out my
pencil and made a note of her recipe to
keep black calico from fading.

She said when she had made the dress
and worn it until it needed washing, she
made a strong soapsuds and put the dress
init, and let it stay in until it boiled, then
set it off, and allowed it to lie in the suds
until it was cold. It never faded after that,
ahd she always washed it in the usual
manner, and rinsed it through two or three
waters, and dried it in the shade.

I'was immensely amused while she stayed.
She said Dr. Thompson’s wife told her she
must go to church, and she repiied that
she had no bonnet fit to wear, and Mrs.
Thompson said if she would accept it she
would give her one of her old ones, provid-
ed she would go to church. She took the
flowers and feathers and the broad ribbon
ties off from the brown straw bonnet and
presented it to her.

Now any woman knows that a modern
bonnet, stripped of the trimmings, is no
more a bonnet than is a broad brown syca-
more leaf. It bears no resemblance to
anything in the heavens or on the earth—
it is unsightly, ugly, repulsive, useless.
And to a woman poor and gray-haired,
who is willing to go to church, but kept
back by poverty, such a giftis an insult and
a mockery.

Grandma gave her a brown ribbon for
ties, and I sewed them on, making a ‘‘com-
placent bow” under the chin.
little gauzy brown veil that one of her
children found, and I told her to iron it out
smoothly, lay it in two folds, and press it,
to give it the look of the first folds that are
in veils when we buy them, and then lay it
in three box-plaits at one end, and fasten
it in that on the top of the bonnet a little
back. .

We are too apt, in giving gifts to the
poor, and often in giving to the Lord,
likewise, to give sparingly, and unworthily,
and distrustfully, to dole out grudgingly
something that we do not feel sensibly, or
miss much, or make any sacrifice in giving.
—Home Magazine.

CHRISTIAN PRINCIPLE IN DRESS.

BY REV. G. B. WILLCOX.

Every good man who writes on dress
thinks he must begin and end with a
broadside at the fashions. There is much
to be said against them, it is true; but

She had a | f

Christian Principle in Dress.

they are thems
that Christian
Look back a

what fantastj

elves a sign of the progress
ity has made in the world.
few hundred years, and see
C tricks grown men and
w};’ne“ pPlayed in this matter of costume.
o en n}x}en Wore silk hoods in the streets.

le nightcaps, and coats of half-a-dozen
cohors, like flags wrapped round them ;
;" enlthey had sleeves about the size of a
| arrel, and toes to their shoes half a yard
ton;}g], that were turned up and were hung
o their knees With chains; when their hair

high, with ribh, top
like streamers, with tunics half of ong
30 or, h:d‘lf of another; when the head-
irr:sS:rS‘d “ji*.re complicated scaffoldings of
castles Stlver Wires, made to represent
and otl,xgyli?'mlds’ ships, canopies, zodiacs.
fash: rf 1nd of structures”—the wildest
¢ 100 of our time would have been voted
ame.
i i s something to be thankful for
that we hs €p in Christian civilization—
dresses tv?lvt?ltumed over the party-colored
lapse of (t)' ¢ state-prisons. The mere
credit }llme, to which shallow people
that wa“C v?‘.forms, has no tendency even
in Chin:..t hat have ten centuries done
o mak o change the style of dress, or
crampin aglay With that cruel custom of
nottirr’n 8 the fee_t of their women? Tt is
20€, 1t is Christianity that has brought
o Mmething like reason, and
ga&%;; I‘fglxl{osmble that we should go back
sand good 1€s. This is one of the thou-
throwr§ vt effects that Christianity has
current, th Sidewise, like spray from the
» that few men think to give credit

ons floating from the

or.

no?;isinglust be n:nade ‘a means only,
live, not . As a wise man will “ eat to
droes It .Ive to eat,” so he will do with
theat .detelrs not the quality of one’s clothing
wrong as tm)txllx?s Whether one is right or
stanc% hoa °b '8 matter. A woman, for in-
rics. Zye::ealtlh}::r hfeu:ed to rich fab-

. - toher a thing of course.
They cost.herslxtt{f time or thogught.ouBs:t
g mall means, is foolishly liv-
;‘ﬁlgortappﬁarances. She gives her vx}r’ho]e
o O them. gpe worries and frets
about her shallow She lives and

r“being in the atmo-

a for dress. Now, she
hmay be, after all, mqre plainly clad than
er richer sister, gphe must be. But she "

will be tenfold m,
she has tenfold mq
woman of fashion

So you find agirl who gi i
A 1ves time enough
to the architectyye of herghair to make hégr,

if she would turn it to hetter account, a ripe

and noble Christian woman. Her body
Her head

was made to be God's temple.

ore bent on costume;
re of the character of a
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is the glory of her body. But she values
the scalp of it as s0 much soil to raise hair
on.

Now there is no escape from folly like
this but in having an aim noble enough to
be worth the finest thought and energy we
glve it. Whatever our dress ought to be
o kelp toward this aim, that is the rule to
8overn it. Make it 2 means, not an end.
. But what shall we do with the fashions ?

lere we are in the midst of them; and we
(I:IarmOt control them. What shall we do?

ebel outright? Defy the new styles every
S€ason? Shall we pitch upon some one
?Ode, more sensible than the rest, as it
hOmES along, and cling to that at all
OFZarQS? Shall we take the Quaker way

Coming out from the world to be separate ?
cc“y dress that makes a man or woman
; Dspicuous in the street is bad, for that

€ason alone. Follow the fashions, since
y?“ must; but follow them, as Peter did his

aster, qfar of. Keep near enough to
a €mto avoid notoriety. Keep far enough

Way to avoid extravagance.

b ut will not that uphold this system of
anges every few months, that involves
liolts ostentation ar_ld enormous waste? No;

o] at all: It is just the way to defeat it.
easi‘li back from extremes, and you can
not Y g0 from one season to another with

a much more change of your garments

i: heat and cold.require. It is the very

er g that the fashionable tailors and hat-
S and milliners do nof want.

be tis against Nature that a man should

cOstCOmxng out incessantly in some new

; );Une, like an actor on the stage. The

g lel' you look in the scale of creatures,
: ess striking’ the changes they go
e“’l“gh in their growth. Begin down at
out Owest. A shellfish-crab, for instance,

i 8rows his shell, and must come out of

i and be a helpless and defenseless thing

ser € gets a new one. Next above him, a

; iPent exchanges the whole skin at once,

co:dtrpe; but is left in no such shelterless

and ttion. Come up to the quadrupeds,
you will find them shedding their hairs
mne by one only, without being incom-

T Oded: And man, highest of all, by

!Nsensible perspiration, goes so gradually

rough the transformation of his body
that thousands never discover that they go
through it at all. Now, on this principle

With which God clothes the soul we ought

to clothe the body. We are not shellfish,

‘or chameleons; but men and women.
“But a woman has a right to dress as
she pleases, if she can afford it.” She can-
not afford it! She has not a dollar of her
own; and, though she may be Mrs. Astor
or Stewart, she has no more right than any
waiting-maid to use God’s money without
consulting Him about it. How far we may

'go in gratifying taste is not an easy ques-

tion to answer; but this notion that you
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may be as prodigal as you can afford to
be is atheism. It throws God out of account,
and make a man’s money his own.

¢ But dressingrichly gives so much em-
ployment to the poor! So many families
live on the wages of it!” Good reasoning,
in one view. If the fact is clear that only
through this self-indulgence can the money
be got from suchowners at all—that other-
wise they would hoard it—then almost any
way of wasting it becomes a blessing to
society. But no one who claims to live by
principle can argue in that way for a
moment. You might hire a poor man to
trundle a load of stones around a circle all
day long, and pay him well. Would that
excuse the waste? We are bound to have
something useful to employ him upon—to
have something to show as the fruit of his
labor.

But a word to another class of readers.
O, you—brother, sister—who carry around
you few of this world’s fair colors; you
who toil on under shadows, with few gleams
of sunshine on your path; bow not like a
bulrush, but stand and be strong! Stand
in your heirship as God’s sons and daugh-
ters! Remember the promise, backed by
all God’s omnipotence: ‘I will never
leave thee, nor forsake thee!” You think
there is no beauty in you, that he should
desire you; that he hides his face from
you; that you are despised, and he esteems
you not. Ah! the gardener takes the
unshapely root, all rough and soiled, and
treasures it and cultures it; he knows what
will come out; he is resolved that it shall
come out—the royal beauty of the flower.
God is culturing you. Have only a thou-
sandth part of his patience, and wait till
he brings yox into bloom! You will want
no changing pattern in your robe of white
when the fashion of this world shall have
passed away.—/ndependent.

HINTS AND SUGGESTIONS.

We come to spy out the land—to roam
¢ up stairs, down stairs and in the lady’s
chamber,” to creep into all by and forbid-
den places—to look into the bedrooms,
ransack the wardrobes, peep into the
drawers, it may be, overhaul trunks and
boxes, perhaps—in short to take all manner
of liberty, and find fault to our heart’s con-
tent.

Now we slip, unseen, into the guests’
chamber. It is very pleasant and inviting ;
but we don’t think the bed is made up ver)"
neatly. There are ‘“ humps” in the mat-
tress. It has not been turned over after
using, and well-beaten and brought untoa
good square surface. The sheets and
blankets are not puton smoothly; the fine
Marseilles spread is spread over unevenly.
the centre figure being too far on one sid{:
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giving a very untidy appearance to the
bed, and bringing so large a proportion of
the bed-clothes on one side, as to render it
difficult to press them down properly
between the mattress and side rail, and of
course you cannot, under such circum-
stances, give a square, regular shape to
the bed. A poorly made bed spoils the
appearance of the room, however elegant
the rest of the furnishing may be.

Pretty sheet and pillow Zidies are of great
assistance in giving a tresh, cheerful air to
a bedroom. If sheets and pillow slips are
neatly tucked and well ironed, the bed will
look very inviting at first, if well made, but
after it has been once used the wrinkled,
tumbled sheets and pillows are not a
pleasant sight, and one feels well repaid
for the little trouble of providing tidies,
however simple; ruflled and embroidered,
for the spare chamber if you please; but a
part of a fine old linen sheet, with broad
hems and narrow tucks, starched and well
ironed, gives a very neat finish to the
family bedrooms,

This elegant bureau is all right, as far as
it is furnished; but the guests’ chamber
should be provided with all the little com-
forts and conveniences which a lady thinks
necessary in her own room. A handsome
mat or fidy over the marble top, and
little mats on each side for cologne bottle
and watch stand, or match-box and jewel
case, and a pretty cushion, will add much
to the appearance of this bureau—or if
nothing more, a clean damask towel spread
over, is, if not a necessity, at least a great
safeguard against stains on the marble,
and a protection from the disagreeable
chill that creeps over one when resting
the hand or arm on the cold marble.

A good comb and brush, free from the
slightest suspicion of dirt, a boot-buttoner
and a paper of pins, ought to be on the
bureau or in the drawer. A friend often
remains over night, unexpectedly, and, of
course not coming provided for the
detention, will find these little attentions
and conveniences a great comfort—and
duly appreciate your kind and thoughtful
care.

A little basket of willow or perforated
card, embroidered with some neat and
fanciful design, or a bead or muslin bag, is
a great convenience much needed to be
hung by the side of the bureau, or under
the gas, to hold the hair from comb or
of brush, burnt matches, bits of thread or
paper. Some such receptacle for loose:
bits, or litter, should be near every bureau,
no matter how simple, which the chamber-
maid must empty every morning.

A curtain of white barred muslin or lin-
en is needed over the washstand, thatthe
water, in washing, may not soil the paper
or paint. A nail-brush is very convenient,
we think a real necessity for every bed-

Hints and Suggestions.

room. Get open, upright brush-holders—
rather than the long flat ones with a cover—
for, by standing the tooth and nail brushes
in the upright dish they drain and soon
dry; but if laid down and covered they are
never dry, and in warm weather soon
become quite offensively musty.

A good sponge on the washstand and
clean doily hung up with the towels shoulq
be considered as indispensable in any well-
furnished spare room, as for those in daily
use.

Of course the bureau drawers and ward-
robe, in this room, will be left as near]
unoccupied as possible—so we pass intg
other rooms—and will not stop to open
them. ’

What can be the matter in this youn
lady’s chamber? As we draw near thg
bureau we perceive a most unpleasant
smell. We must take the liberty of openip
this drawer. Whew! The first brealﬁ
reveals the mystery.

The brush has been wet to brush the hajr.
and then without drying shut from the aj,
in the drawer. There is no smell so sjck.
ening! It pervades the whole bureau. No
perfume can overcome it—and by using it
damp and uncleansed day after dav, the
odor is carried wherever this careless per-
son goes. We have sat by people in church
who have used such a brush, and coylq
hardly remain during the service. The
cause is unmistakable and cannot be cgp.
cealed.

The hair brush should be combed free
from hair or dandruff every time it is useq
and laid by an open window till well aireci
and dried. If ladies will persist in wettip,
the hair or brush, a brisk movement of 3
dry brush through the hair will soon cregge
a fine lustre on the hair—whereas wetti,
diminishes the gloss so beautiful in ye)j
kept hair; but we forget that thatis an ¢]q.
fashioned idea. The progress of art apg
elegance teaches that a wilderness of fugg
frizzled hair is now the crowning beauty’
Tastes differ—but no change in style 3,"
fashion will object, we hope, to a cleanr
sweet brush; and to secure that it mygy
once a week, at least, be well washed i,
warm soap suds, in which a little soda hy
been dissolved. Soda is better than am.s
monia—as it cleanses without stimulatip
the vegetable growtk. Comb the brus%
while washing—that the suds may pepe.
trate to the roots of the bristles, and cleanse
every part—then rinse in warm water, ryp
dry as you can and put in the window, or
by the fire if the weather is damp, to dry
This care should not be neglected by any
one who makes any pretension to neatness

The bureau drawers in this room are noi
in good order. You will lose much time
and we think a good deal of self-respect’
when next you need a handkerchief, or
stockings, for everything here seems to
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have been stirred up by a whirlwind or a
sleep-walker. Itwillrequire some skill and
more patience than you can spare to sepa-
rate this wretched tangle.

The pipes in the wash-basin and bath
room are slimy and foul—indicative of
neglect. They should be well washed
every morning, and once a week a pail of
boiling suds with a spoonful or two of soda
or potash, must be poured in, to eat away
all impurities, and sweeten the pipes. In
passing let us say this care is more especial-
Iy necessary in the kitchen sinks. They
require a stronger suds, and more soda or
lye, and more attention—to eat out al! the
grease that will accumulate in washing
dlfltl}fes.discoloration around the bell-pull,
door-knobs, etc., show that a careless girl
has not protected the wall or paint, while
cleaning them, and the _mistress has not
kept her eyes open. A bit-of oilcloth, with
a hole in the centre, to sli_p over the knobs
or bell-pulls while rubbmg, would have
saved this defacement of paint and paper.
And the finger marks on the doors also tell
a sad story of neglect. They peqd to be
washed off once a week—twice, if little fin-
gers are about—with a soft flannel, wrung
out of hot suds .

The parlor mantel, over the grate, in the
sitting-room, has not been }vashed_evexy
morning, when the fire is lighted in the
grate. It should be. See! The gas and
smoke from coal or kindlings have tu!:ngd
the white marble quite yellow. Wash it in
hot suds, strong with ammonia, to remove
the spots, and then use a clean brush and
hot suds every morning, and you will save
much time, and be well rewarded with an
unspotted mantel.— Christian Union.

e e

HOW TO BUY POULTRY.

Comparatively few housekeepers know
how to select good and tender poultry.
When I first undertook the charge of 2
household, my good father-in-law gave me
a bit of advice that proved invaluable.
“Never,” said he, ‘‘purchase a chicken
without first lifting the wing; if the skin
of its under side close to the body, is easily
broken, you may be sure the bird is young;
if it is strong of texture, beware.
Latterly, I have been still further guided
by a budget of printed advice, which
proved to be perfectly reliable. Whoever
the author may be, I thank him (or her),
and for the sake of my sisters in house-
wifery ask you to reprint a few of its lead-
ing points. Herethey are:—

«1f a hen’s spuris hard, and the scales on
the legs rough, she is old, whether you see
the head or not; but the head will corrobo-
rate yourobservation. If the under bill is so
stiff that you cannot bend it down, and the
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comb thick and rough, leave her, no matter
how fat and plump, for some one less parti-

cular. A young hen has only the
rudiments of spurs; the scales on the
legs are smooth, glossy, and fresh-
colored, whatever the color may be;

the claws tender and short; the nails
sharp; the under-bill soft; and comb thin
and smooth. An old hen-turkey has rough
scales on the legs, callosities on the soles
of the feet, and strong claws; a young one
has the reverse of all these marks. When
the feathers are on, and the old turkey-
cock has a long tuft of beard, a young one
has a sprouting one; and when they are
off, the smooth scales on the legs decide
the point, besides the difference in size of
the wattles of the neck, and in the elastic
shoot upon the nose. An old goose when
alive is known by the rough legs, the
strength of the wings, particularly at the
pinions, the thickness and strength of the
bill, and the fineness of the featl?ers; and
when plqcked, by the legs, the tenderness
of the skin under the wings, by the pinions
and the bill, and the coarseness of the skin
Ducksare distinguished by the same means'
?ut thgrﬁ is thishdiﬂ'erence—that a duck-
ing’s bill is much longer in pro i
the breadth of its 'heacfg thanghepglrglgﬁcﬁg
A young pigeon is discovered by its pale
colors, smooth scales, tender, collapsed
feet, and the yellow iong down interspersed
Emonlg its feat(;’nersl. A pigeon thatcan fly,
as always red-colored legs
and is theyn too old for useg” ead no down,
Once master these points, and you ca
detect an old, tough fowl, j,ust asysurel;rl
when offered for sale in the market, as
when served for eating.—Hearth ,and
Home.

D

STOP AND THINK.

Girls, stop and think! What about?
About whatever you are doing. If you are
at work in the kitchen, and need some
article from the pantry or cupboard, stop
and think of all the articles you may need
from there in the next few minutes, and
make one journey do for half a dozen. And
perhaps you may think of several things
that can be returned to their places at the
same time, thus making a double saving of
time and muscle.

If you are cooking, stop and think of
everything you will need before you begin
that batch of bread or pies, instead of
being obliged to take your hands out of the
dough two or three times to run down to
the cellar after butter or lard, or into the
pantry for sugar or nutmeg. If you have
a quantity of sewing, or other work to do
stop and think what will be needed ﬁrst’
and what you could do without in case o}'
hindrance, instead of doing perhaps the
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least necessary thing first, and finding

ourself at the last moment in a perfect
hurly-burly to finish what you must have.
And so with everything you do: stop and
think whether you are doing it in the
most convenient and profitable manner or

not.

We often hear people speak of women
who “turn oft work” very fast. I once
asked a woman who bore such a reputation
how she did it. “ By thinking what I am
about; by killing two birds with one stone,
and making one step do the work of half a
dozen,” was her reply. Of course it would
not be profitable to think longer about
anything than it would take for you to do
it, unless it was for the sake of forming the
habit of thoughtfulness. But do not try to
think of one thing while you are doing
another, unless the work in hand be very
monotonous indeed.

When I was a school-girl, I thought it a
great saving of time to- do two things at
once, and my grammar shows the marked
effects of being held in my lap while I
churned, or propped up behind the table
while I washed dishes. But I learned that
1 could neither study nor work as fast,and
that it paid to do one thing at a time. So
keep your thoughts on the work you are
doing.—Hearth and Home.

COOK GENTLY,

Cook gently! it is better far
To simmer slow with care
Than let a furious boiling mar

And ruin goodly fare,

Cook gently | and you'll ever find
You're sure this way to gain.
Learn to cook gently, soft, and mild,

Not with your might and main.

Cook gently | kindly e’en the poor
Potatoes must be boiled;

‘We have enough we must'endure
‘Without their being spoiled.

Cook gently | e’en corned beef may show
‘That you have toiled in vain;

Perhaps hard boiling made it so—
Oh, try it once again!

Cook gently! if the water boils,
Just let the embers glow ;

Don’t pile in such a lot of coal
Becauseit's here, you know.

Cook gently! ’tis a waste of words,
’Tis talking tothe wind;

For kitchen girls love rousing fires;
Hard boiling suits their mind.

Cook gently! ’tis a little word
Whether you boil or stew. ’

(Perhaps I might have held my tongue
Forall the good ’twill do.)

—Harper's Monthly.

Cook Gently.—Selected Recipes.

SELECTED RECIPES.

A VeryY Nice DisH OF MUTTON AND
MAasHED PoTATOES.—Cut the meat in small
pieces, and stew in a little gravy, to which
add a dessert-spoonful of mushroom or wal- *
nut catsup. Stew till hot. Thicken with
a little lour and butter mixed, and serve
on a dish surrounded by mashed potatoes.
An inexpensive gravy for all stews, hashes,
etc., may be made of a large onion, some
whole pepper, a piece of ‘bread toasted
brown, but not burned, and a dessert-
spoonful of walnut catsup boiled in a
pint of water.

CoLp BEEF HAasuep WITH VINEGAR.—
Take some cold roast-beef, beef-steak, or
the meat from a shin which has been
boiled for soup; cut it in pieces about half
an inch square; season With Cayenne
pepper and salt to the taste. Take as much
vinegar as would cover the meat; boil in it
a few grains of whole allspice and a couple
of cloves; pour it over the meat while
boiling hot, and stand it away to get cold.
This is a nice dish for supper or luncheon,

SHOULDER oF MuTTOoN BOILED.— Aj)
mutton should hang in a cool place ti]]
quite tender, before being used, but be care.-
ful that it does not hang long enough to
acquire the least rust or taint. Wh_en the
shoulder has hung till tender, bone it; ryp
a little salt over it, and let it lie in a deep
dish for two days, turning it overeach da
and rubbing in a little more_salt—half 3
tablespoonful each time. Meat to boil
requires more salt than for roasting. Qp
the third day, sprinkle over the inside one
teaspoonful of powdered mace. Spread
twenty oysters over the inside; roll the
meat up tightly, and tie securely; put j¢
into the stewpan or boiler, with justenough
boiling water to cover it; throw in six pep-
percorns, or seeds of the red pepper, and
one onion chopped; shut the cover over
very closely, and stew; twenty minuteg’
cooking for each pound of meat is the pro-
per time. Stew twenty-four oysters in 5
pint of good stock of gravy; add a table-
spoon of butter and enough flour to thicken
it. When the meat is done, lay it in o
good-sized platter, and pour the gravy.
over 1t.

PoraTo Yeast.—Half a dozen good-
sized potatoes, peeled and grated, a hand-
ful of hops steeped in boiling water, with
which to cook the potatoes as soon as
grated, for if allowed to stand they darken,
and the yeast will not be as white. While
boiling, add half a cup of sugar, a haudful
of salt, and when lukewarm a cup of yeast.
Let it rise, and stir down several times
before putting away. Do not fill the jug
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very full, tie in the cork, and look out when
it is taken out for the first time, or it may
fly all over you. A cupful makes six large
loaves.

ScotcH-P1E.—Mince sound, ripe apples,
and fill the pie-pan; then make a very stiff
batter of one pint of sweet milk, one tea-
spoonful of soda, two of cream of tartar;
flour to make the batter; then add the
soda and cream of tartar;lastly, a t.able-
spoonful of lard, well warmed. With a
knife spread the batter over the apples,
and cook well. Turn out into a plate,
leaving the apples uppermost; then selalsor:\
with sugar and fresh butter. An excellen
family pie , twelve

JION jce.—Peel ten or twelv

Q)I?f\—SuAtthf\em in cold water with a
(l)ir:tllc::n;a,ltpto whiten; let them remain about
twent\‘v minutes; put them into a shauce-palx;:
cover them with water and boil them weth ;
if the onions are very strong, char;]ge le
water: they will require about z}ln ourh‘o
boil. When tender, drain them t 0';3[';]3(8 .Z
and rub them through a Sle‘fe}\ dessert-
pint of melted butter as follows: A blltter.
spoonful of flour, two °““°‘?Isk. mix and
three-quarters of a pint of mi i ons. and
stir it until it boils; add the onis s ready
stir till the sauce simmers, when i
for use.

A Goop Pupping.—Take one-hglffo::f
of bread-crumbs, six ounces °fwh'.te‘;;°“k’
pour over it one-half pint of boﬂm?k intc;
let it stand till nearly cold, then wountil it
it one-fourth pound of fresh butt;:r Hn e,
becomes very white. Then add oub %vbel
one at a time, stirring; it must be g
beaten between each; then add the ie d
grated and the juice of alemonj ta o
mold, butter and paper it well, then or X
ment it with candied peel qnd r:(usxnhe,
according to fancy. Pour into it tlso
ingredients, put a paper over the top, af
tie in a cloth, and let it steam gently for
two hours, Serve it with arrowroot or cus-
tard sauce.

Sxow PuppiNg.—The juice of .three‘_
lemons, one cup of white sugar, Whlt‘:sﬂ?e
three eggs, half package gelatine. L*; old
gelatine stand half an hour in a pintofc it
water, then throw off that, and add a pi v
of boiling water. Beat the eggs and suga
well, then add the lemon-juice and gelatine,
and beat till it looks like snow.

JeNxy Linp’s Soup.—The following
soup is stated by Miss Bremer to be the
soup constantly served to Mademoiselle
Jenny Lind, as prepared by her own cook.
Tune sago and eggs were found by her
soothing to the chest, and beneficial to the
voice. Wash a quarter of a poundlof bgst
pearl sago thoroughly, then stew it qutlte
tender and very thick in water or thick
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broth (it will require nearly or quite a
quartotliquid, which should be poured to it
coldand heated slowly ;) thenmix gradually
with it a pint of good boiling cream or
milk, and the yolks of four fresh eggs.and
mingle the whole carefully with two quarts
of strong veal or beef stock, which should

always be kept ready boiling. Serve
immediately.

To MAkKE DoUGH-NUTs.—Required:
Twelve ounces sugar, three eggs, one pint
of milk, one halt pint of lard, one half
pint of yeast, one 8ood-sized nutineg, with
salt and flour. Melt the lard, and be care-
ful to have half a pint of the lard when
melted—no more, and no less. Put the
pint of milk upon the stove to warm, and
pour into it the melted lard. While this is
warming (it should not be hot), take about
three pints of sifted flour, and grate into it
one good-sized nutmeg. then add about
two teaspoonfuls of salt; next roll the
twelve ounces of sugar (coffee-sugar is
best, because it is soft). and add thattothe
flour; then beat the three eggs, and stir
them in with the svgar and flour. When
that is mixed up well, stir in the wetting
ol milk and lard, and then add the half
pint of home-made yeast. add more flour,
and knead soft like biscuit. Be sure not
to getit stiff. for dough-nuts should be made
very soft: they do not require much knead-
ing, only sufficient to mix all the ingredi-
ents well together. When you are through
kneading, put the dough into a warm pan
or pail to rise (a six-quart pail, with a
cover, is about the thing, as it keeps the
dough moist, and prevents its hardening
on top. as it will do this cool weather, it
covered only with a cloth), and keep it in
a warm place until it is very light (it
should rise to the top of the pail). When
light enough, roll out the dough upon a
board, to the thickness of a half inch, then
cut out your dough-nuts with a biscuit-
cutter, and lay them upon a molding-board,
well floured; the board should be warm,
and the dough-nuts should not be put too
near each other upon it—say about two
inches apart; cover them with a light cloth,
and let them stand in a waim place unti]
light enough to fry. They ought to be
puffed up round like a ball, but s>metimes
they will rise sideways. When ready to
cook, take from the board with care, that
the outer crust which holds the air may
not be broken, and drop into a kettle of
hot lard, and let them fry slowly to a nice
brown, turning them several times while
cooking. Do wnot let the lard brown, but
have it hot enough to keep the cakes from
soaking in the fat. When done, roll in
fine sugar, if youlike. Certain good house-
keepers use half suet in frying dough-nuts,
believing that it is better than to use clear
lard.
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LITTLE ROSE.

tVords by MARIAN DOUGLAS. Music by ANNIE Moogs.
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Literarp

My First Year in Canada.

Potices, :

TRLHDO

My First YEAR IN Caxapa. By the
Right Rev. Ashton Oxenden, D.D.,
Bishop of Montreal, and Metropolitan !
of Canada. '

This is a beautiful little volume, printed
in London, giving a very graphic and naive
account of the experiences and observa-'
tions of the Bishop during his first year in
Canada. It begins with an account of
his call to the Bishopric of Montreal,
which took him entirely by surprise; and
of his voyage out. He arrived at Quebec, ‘
like many others, on Sunday; and, as is |
always the case on the arrival of a steamer, !
a great pressure takes place to get ashore. |
It being very early in the morning, how- ‘
ever, the Bishop concluded to finish his

night's rest, when the following amusing
i-] ’ > p=]
j under most propitious circumstances, was
i somewhat tedious.

incident occurred :—

our Church, but was also a mostimportant
person at Montreal, on whom the destinies
of the railroad depended, and one of the
most intelligent, upright, and respected

-men in Canada; and that the ca» spoken

of, and which I in my English ignorance
had mistaken for a cub, was his own pri-
vate railway travelling-carriage, which he
had with very great courtesv and kindness
invited us to make use of. Bul he was too
sensible and kind a person to be oiitnded,
and repeated his welcome offer for Monday
evening: and in that comfortable and
luxurious carriage, we (that is, our seven
selves and our two Rural Deans) steamed
on to Montreal, arriving there at eight
o'clock on Tuesday morning.”

The good Bishop does not find railway
travelling in Canada all that could be

l wished.
|

“Qur journey from though

Quebec,

The train was far less

¢ By the way, I must mention a curious . expeditious than those we had teen accus-

incident that occurred. On the night Of}to(ned to in England, and the stoppages
our arrival at Quebec, I had retired to rest | seemed to be nezdles;l)' protracted. The
in our little cabin, and had fallen asleep. in | Grand Trunk is making rapid improve-
spite of the trampling of feet and other | ments; butstill there {salack of that smart-
indescribable noises in the ship, all of| ness and regularity, which are met withon
which seemed to concentre at our door, | Englishlines. The stations are miserable;

and were symptomatic of our having i and there are no porters to help the passen-

reached our port.
was heard; and after much discussion on
the outside, and a vain endeavor on my
part to persuade the people that I was only
halfawake and did not wish to be disturbed,
1 was told that Mr. B—— had sent his car,
and hoped I would make use of it. Who
Mr. B was I did not know. I could
only guess that he was the proprietor of the
hotel who had kindly sent a conveyance
for us; and so I begged to be allowed to
rest quietly where I was till morning.

““ A few minutes after came another
knock. It was in vain to close one’s ears,
or to refuse an entrance. I was told that a
deputation was waiting to receive me. It
was rather a trying hour and place for so
formal aninterview; so I'said it was impos-
sible, and still pleaded, as I had done to
IV_[r. B——’s messenger, a desire not to be
disturbed. .

‘“ But to return to Mr. B—— and his car.

Presently a loud rap|gers on their arrival,

When morning came, I learnt that Mr.
B——was not only a leading member of

but cach one ig
expected to shift for himself as besthecan,
I must say, however, that in my various
railway trips, [ have met, from officials and
others, with as much courtesy and atten-
tion as could possibly be shown in any
country.”

From one of the chapters, headed ‘¢ A
Winter in Montreal,” we make the follow-
ing extracts :—

“I hardly know a pleasanter place in
which to passthe winter months than Mont-
real. Its cheerfulness, and at the same
time its quietness—for, instead of the rum-
bling of carriages along the streets, they
glide noiselessly over the snow—its many
appliances to keep out the cold—the kind-
ness of its inhabitants—the facilities for
moving about, &c.—all makeitacharming
place of residence in the winter.

« There is also an abundance of chari-
table institutions at Montreal-—Hospitals,
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Church Homes, Friendly Societies, &p.,
and all well managed. St, George’s Socie-
ty, St. Andrew’s, and St. Patrick’s, lay
themselves out to receive poor emigrants
on their arrival in Canadaj also to be gen-
erally useful to their countrymen and to
keep up a national feeling amongst them.
I have scarcely ever seen a beggar in the
streets of Montreal, or in the country.
There is a greatabsence of poverty, except
perhaps among the lowest French popula-
tion. Of course, there are no Poor-Laws
or Unions here ; but there are several chari-
table refuges, in which the needy and
friendless ure cared for. And among the
Roman Catholics especially there are many
institutions on an enormous scale. Besides
the several fine churches belonging to our
own Communion, which would be an orna-
ment to any town, there are handsqme
buildings belonging to other denomina-
tions. Between the various sectlons'of the
Protestant Church there exists a .frlendly
rivalry, but an absence of that bitterness
which sometimes disgraces the members
of differing religious bodies. We, who ar?
Churchmen, are decided Churchmegy. Pbex:t
haps even more so than in England; ¢
we honor the feelings of those who con

scientiously differ from us, though we arz
persuaded that they would be g:‘eatlgallr;ira
by joining our ranks; and earnest yL 18
for'the time when * there shall be oneh %"- y
and His name one.” The Roman Catho 1c§
are by far the most numerous bod}l’, ant
have some fine churches, thqugl Hno

strictly in harmony with our Eng!xsllltfaatci?.
Happily there is at present a kindly fe? -
ing between the Rom}an Catf}ollcs and Pro-
testants, each pursuing theer own course
without molesting the other. . And it is
well that it should be 50, for l.lttle.would
indeed be gained on either side if con-
troversy and contention were the order of
the day. As a Reformed Church, we
desire by God's help, to hold our own, and
‘contend earnestly for the faith once deliv-
ered to the saints.” But we wish at the
same time to speak the truth in love, care-
fully avoiding all bitterness and hars.hness
of language, which only wounds without

1 o ”

he‘z}l’ll?lfe; sleighs, darting about fron‘n street
to street, are most picturesque. Some of
them are very handsomely got up, th'h ap
abundance of furs and other trappings.
The motion is mostagreeable, and the pace
delightful ; and evenin tl{e keenest wc:\thcrt
pro?idcd there is # toierable absence of

. ~ P ]
wind, one sufters little from cold. A furcoat,
s

and cap with car-pads, completely protect
one. We have sometimes been out atnight
in an open sleigh. when the thermometer
has been considerably below zero, without
teeling it so mucl:\as an ordinary cold
night in England. They usually hold four
persons, and being almost on the ground,

by
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and most of them without doors, one steps
in and out with the greatest ease. The
hired sleighs, of which’there are plenty, are
clean and good, and the owners take a
pride in the robes with which they are
provided. Most people keep asleigh of
their own; but we were an exception, and
found but little inconvenience, One has
occasionally to satisfy oneself that one’s
nose and ears are al] right, as they are
sometimes frozen before the possessor is at
all aware of his condition. Ordinary pre-
cautions however are sufficient to prevent
such a catastrophe.”

“The Skating Rink is a great winter
feature in this city, and to this the Prince
paid almost a daily visit. It is g very
large and handsome building, the flooring
of which is a smooth sheet of ice. constant-
ly renewed by the inlet of a flood of water.
Here hundreds of persons may be seen
skating every day, and especially in the
atternoon, among whom are some of the
best skaters in the world, of both sexes.
We went there on one grand occasion,
when every skater wore a fancy costume.
It was one of the most beautifl sights I
ever beheld. The place was hung with the
gayest flags, most tastefully arranged; it
was splendidly lighted and filled with
skaters in their fancy dresses, and lookers-
lon. The Prince invited us, and also the
i Bishop of Quebec and Mrs. Williams, who
| were with us at the time, to his gallery,
| from whence we had a delightful bird’s-eye
jview of all that was going on. It was
{indeed a fairy scene to look upon. The
skating was wonderful, and the dresses
gorgeous.  On this occasion the Prince
was only a spectator,”

* The custom of paying friendly visits
on New Yecar's Day has long prevailed
among the upper classes, both of French
and English, in Canada. These visits are
paid by gentlemen only, the ladies remain-
ing at home to receive visitors. An excep-
tion is kindly made in the case of the
Bishop and the Clergy, who are allowed to
;consider themselves as the visited on this
occasion. We received on New Year’s Day
‘near 300 visits, and among them we were
"honored by a special visit from the Prince.
It is a genial and time-honored custom,
and one that I should be very SOrry to see
idiscontinued. It draws out much kind
‘fzeling; and T have known cases where it
has been the signal for a reconciliation
between persons who have been long
-estranged from each other.”

Two chapters detail the Bishop's impres-
stons of the Eastern Townships, obtained
‘by passing a summer in Dunham, and

pastoral journeys through that region.
The following extracts will be found
! interesting :—
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<« A large tract of country to the south of
the St. Lawrence goes by the name of the
Eastern Townships. In the reign of,
George I1I. the Government laid out this
part of the country in plots of land, each
comprising ten or twelve square miles, and .
called a township, having its own separate |
municipality. These townships extend :
from Bedford and Stanbridge in the west|
to some distance beyond Richmond in the
east, and on the south they touch the line |
or border of the States. The larger por-|
tion of this tract is in the Diocese of Mont- |
real; the rest in Quebec. The country has
a more riant and flourishing appearance |
than other parts of Lower Canada. It is|
tolerably cleared, and is pretty well culti-
vated. And if it were not for thelong and !
severe winters, I should say it must be as
fine a spot for farming enterprise as any in!
the world. The whole country, from !
Philipsburg on the Missisquoi Bay east- |
ward towards Memphremagog, and from!
thence to Brome Lake, and across toj]
Waterloo, Shefford, Iron Hill, and Sweets- l
burg, is extremely pretty. In many “
respects it reminded us of parts of Switzer-
land. The mountains are low, but beau-
tifully wooded, and of mountain-like
formation. There is a little lack of water
in the district, with the exception of two
or three beautiful lakes; and the wooden
buildings certainly cannot compare with
the picturesque Swiss chilets. The country
is studded about with innumerable barns
and outhouses; but they lack the project-
ing eaves, the carved work, and, more
than all, the coloring of the same class of
buildings in Switzerland. Still it is a
beautiful country, and we were charmed
with many of our drives.

¢ My first step was to buy a little horse
and carriage, as I found it was almost im-
possible to hire. The usual.conveyances
in these parts are called waggons or bug-
gies. They are extremely light, on four
very slight wheels, and holding two per-
sons. The wheels are very high and near
together, and the whole carriage weighs
less than an English pony-carriage. Thev
are neat enough in themselves, butthey
are usually unwashed, and therefore havea
slovenly appearance, and the harness is
not of the best, nor is there much blacking
bestowed upon it. Every one has his car-
riage here, as no one walks. If a person
comes round with wild raspberries, she
calls in her buggy; and as for walking a
mile, it is a thing unheard of—every one
drives.”

_‘“Itis curious to see the number of car-
riages that are gathered around the
churches. Close to every church there is
commonly a large half-open shed; and
this affords shelter to the waggons in the

summer, apd the sleighs in the winter—the
horses patiently remaining during service.

My First Year in Carnada.

« The roads are mostly unstoned, but
they are fairly good, are most pleasant to
drive upon, and I am not sure that I would
exchange them for a hard English flint
road. At all events we were quite content
with them.

¢ There seemed at first to be one great
deficiency in our Dunham house. There
was no garden attached to it, and novege-
tables were to be bought in the place. But
our wants were abundantly supplicd, and
at times even superabundantly, by the
kindness of our neighbors, who sent us far
more beautiful vegetables of all kinds than
we could have got at Montreal. Potatoes,
cabbages, peas, French beans, tomatoes,
Indian corn, cauliflowers, melons, &c.,
found their way into our kitchen, and were
all the sweeter for being free-will gifts.
One farmer, a strarger, drove over from a
village, twelve miles off, with a beautiful
specimen of his garden produce as an
offering to the Bishop. The Indian corn
is eaten in a semi-ripe state as a vegetable.
There are various ways of serving it; but
I think the best, though perhaps not the
most elegant, is to boil the whole upon the
cone. Youthen spread a little butter upon
it, and eat it eu naturcl; and it is really
very good.”

¢ One of our few great excursions was
up the Pinnacle—a little strikingly-shaped
conical mountain, about seven miles from
Dunham, closely wooded almost to the
summit, with a bare rocky peak. It was
seen from all parts, and appeared to be
constantly saying to us, ¢ Comeé up, and
see what I have to show you.’ And as we
heard that the ascent was quite worth the
pains, we determined that it should tempt
us no longer.

« So we started one afternoon, and drove
to the foot of the mountain; and our
clergyman, Mr. G and his wife,
accompanied us. Having had some ex-
perience on the Swiss mountains, though
in a very small way, I of course thought
and spoke somewhat contemptupusly of
such a trifling walk as this; but it proved
to be a harder afternoon’s work than I had
bargained for.

« Arrived at the base, we tied up our
horses at a farm; but hearing that the
ascent was a case of impossibihty for the
ladies, we posted them on a pleasant wood-
land slope, from whence they could see us
on reaching the top, and having obtained
some directions from the farwers, we
plunged boldly into the bush. Certainly
there was a blind path, but we were con-
stantly losing it on account of the number
of huge. trees, which had been toppled over
by a severe hurricane in the previous week.
However, by mounting continually up-
wards, we at length saw the wished-for
rock, which we immediately recognized
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as the goal towards which we were press-
ing.

““We were quite repaid for our walk, and
a sharp one it certainly was; and though i
the atmosphere was hazy, we still had a
good near view, and imagined what was
beyond.

**And now for our descent, which we
pictured to ourselves as & mere bagatelle, |
and easily to be accomplished. Well, we
began at a merry pace, but soon lost our
bearing. I thought we were pointing too
much to the left; my companion was sure
that we were going right.  Both proved to
be wrong, and I the more so of the two.
For when, after a while, we saw daylight
again, and emerged from the bush, we
found ourselves a good three miles north
of the spot from which we had ascended!
Hot and tired as we were, we had to press
on to reach our party, who, we knew, must
be beginning to feel alarmed, as the
shadows of evening were gathering around
us.  And truly they were a little alarmed.
Finding that we did not arrive, they had
gone to the farm; and there the good, kmld
people fully entered into their anxxeﬁyi aé
though they assured them that we md
only shared the fate of most travellers, an
missed our way, and would soon tur'n]U[L
Oune of them, however, most kindly vo uf‘l‘
teered to sally forth with his horn m(sealrg 1
of us: and two laboring men said that they
would also be on the look-out. ﬁ'“t p;l.f-
sently our welcome arrival set all rig i

‘he into the farm-house, we reste
and going in ~an-hour, revelled insome
ourselves for half-an-hour,
new milk, and started home by moon-

light.”

Max KroMER. A story of the Siege of
Strasbourg. By the author of * Little
Meg's Children,” &c. London: Tract
Society. Montreal : F. E. Grafton.

This handsome little volume, embellished
with quite a number of pictoria} illustra-
tions, describes from jan Alsatian bo:):‘s
stand-point, the siege of Strasbourg, with
its hardships and horrors. We copy
three scenes. The French. were at first
quite jubilant and the Prussians depressed.

BLOWING UP OF THE PRUSSIAN END OF
’ STRASBOURG BRIDGE.

« is the matter, Lisbeth ?"' cried
sylv‘i‘e]hghﬁetl pushed on to the window,
and leaned out as far as Icould reach to sce
what was going on- ’Ihere'lt lay in /t_h?
July sunshine; the broad river, with'its
quéer water-mills and bathmg-pl:}ces ; both
shores crowded as thick as bees with people
pressing upon each other to see the sight.
Time atter time came the fine white cloud,
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and then the lotud noise of powder explod-
ing; and fresh portions of the bridge fell
into the troubled waters. Before long, the
last bit of the masonry crashed down into
the river.

¢ They’ve blown up their bridge,” I
shouted; *‘the Germans know we shall
conquer. ITurrah ! hurrah !

Neither Lisbeth nor Sylvie answered me
a word. Lisbeth drew along breath from
time to time, and sat with her lips parted,
as if she could scarcely breathe: and Svivie
leaned against her, looking frightened and
pale. At lastsomelarge tears rolled down
Lisbeth’s cheeks, and fell upon the iron-
ing-table.

i They are dear friends of mine, some of
them,” she said, ““and I cannot bear to
think of there being war amongst them.”

“ Either they must be conquered, or we,”
1 said.

¢ I suppose $0,” she answered; “ but I
should like to know why the Emperor and
the King could not go to law about their
quarrels, as they make us poor folks do.
They will not let us settle our disputes by
fighting; and I ask you, Max, which is
worse—{or two men to fight, or two hun-
dred thousand ?”

“Oh, Lisbeth! T said, ‘“you do not
understand the question at all. "War brings
glory!”

*“Ah!” sheanswered, sighing; “ but not
the glory the angels sang when the dear
Lord Christ was born. Then it was
¢Glory to God, and peace on earth.””

I did not know what to reply o that, soI
held my tongue. ,

It is no glorious thing for the poor,”
went on Lisbeth; *if there should be a
siege — which -God forbid! — either in
France or Germany, we poor will die by
hundreds and thousands. The last war
was no glory for the poor, nor will this one
be, you will see, Herr Max.”

“ Why, you don’t remember any great
war?”’ I said.

““ No,” she answered; * but my father
was in Phalsbourg when it was besieged by
the Cossacksin 1813, and he would tell you,
it he was still alive, what war means to the
poor, and to the women and children, Max.
There are not many people that it brings
glory to!”

’

The Prussians surround Strasbourg and
commence the siege.

THE FIRST SHELL,

I looked what money I had in my purse.
There were two francs and a few centimes
quite enough to buy vegetables to last Lig-
beth and Elsie fora week. Gretehen, I
knew, had laid in a stock of provisions;
but 1 had never thought of Lisbeth, and
hundreds like her, 'who would hkave no
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money tobuyin a store beforehand. Here,
at the fourth day of the investment, all her
food was gone, and she was dependent
upon what she could manage to get from
day to day!

We wenton to the market-place; but how
different it was to what it had been only a
few weeks before! Now, instead of hun-
dreds of stalls, and people eager tosell,
there were only a few salesmen and acrowd
of persons anxious to buy, but without
money to pay the prices demanded. Ser-
geant Klein pushed his way through the
throng, and I'followed him closely. There
was rather a poor show of vegetables and
fruit upon the stall; but at the first answer
to our inquiries I received a shock. The
potatoes we asked for were a penny apiece;
all the money I had would only pay for
thirty, and those were not large ones.

i« So soon!” exclaimed the sergeant,

“«and we are not at the beginning yet!’

What is to become of us before the end is
at hand?”

“ Not at the beginning!” I repeated;
¢ why, the gates have been closed these
four days!”

“ But the music has not struck up vet,
and the dance will begin after that,” he
said, significantly. ‘You do not under-
standwar, Herr Max.”

] am tired,” said Elsie, on his shoulder,
¢ carry me in your arms now.”

Sheslipped down from her high seat,
clasping his neck with her small hands.
He bent down his head over hers, and I saw
his eyes glisten with tears he would not
let fall. .

¢«] have two little ones at home,” he
said, glancing at me to see if I noticed
them—¢ two little children and their
mother, in an open village near Phals-
bourg, and it these brigands should pass
their way, the good God only knows what
would become of them.”

“Do you like to be a soldier,” asked
Elsie, stroking his cheek. It was a habit
she bad with those she loved, and I liked
to feel her soft little fingers about my face.

¢« Bah! little one!” he answered, “I'm
a Frenchman, and bound to serve my
country. Who ever fails, we Alsatians are
always true. Besides, nobody asked me
whether I should like to be a soldier or no.
They just take us. No, Herr Max, believe
me, the peasants hate war. It is all loss
and no gain to us. It is no fine thing, I
tell you, to be torn from your own home,
where there are the children, and the cat-

tle, and the harvest, all dependent upon .

you; and be driven, with thousands of
poor fellows like yourself, where the bullets
are rattling and talling round you like
raindrops in a thunderstorm. We are
human beings, you see; we love our homes
and our children as much as you others,
who are living quietly in your own houses.

Yax Kromer.

We hate battles, and wounds, and death as
much as any one. And a siege isnota
whit more to my taste than a battle. You
will be of my mind before it is over.”

“What will becomeof the poor?” I asked,
looking down at the basket which hung
but lightly on my arm.

“Ah! God knows!” he said again. “there
are ten thousand peasants in the city; all
extra mouths. But one mustalways hope.”

“ See! see!” cried Elsie, pointing up-
wards with her finger. A large black ball
was moving rather slowly, slowly enough
_for us to watch it, across the blue sky, ata
' good height above the spot where we stood;
I but it was already making a curve down-
. wards as if it was about to fall at a little

distance to the south. The sergeant’s face
i changed and he stood still, clasping Elsie
!closer to him, and holding my shoulder
{with a tight grip. We watched it out of
“sight.

¢« Listen!” he said. -

i It was several moments before any sound
!reached us. I saw the people strolling
" about the street and talking to one another,
'unconscious of what was about to happen.
Then there came a crash, followed by
piercing shrieks, which rang through the
air. For an instant every person within
sight stood still as if struck into stone; but
afterwards there was a frantic tlight in all
directions, some fleeing to the cathedral,
which was close by, and others running
swiftly to the place where the first shell
had burst.

«The music and the dance are both
begun,” said Sergeant Klein, grimly;
¢ here, Max, take the child into the cathe-
dral, and wait for me there. I shall be
back presently.” . .

I had a great wish to run with him to
the place where the bomb had fallen, but
there was Elsie to be thought of. I turned
towards the cathedral, but as we got near
to the door the rush of people carried me
off my feet, and I was hurried in whether I
would or no. Inthe dusky light within—
for coming out of the sunshine my eyes
were dazzled—I could see that every part
was choked with women and children,
among whom were sprinkled 2 few men.
{ The priests were going to andfro trying to
! comfort and encourage them; but the wail-
ling and sobbing were terrible to hear.
| There were people lying almost prostrate
i before the altars, speechless with terror;
! while others were crying aloud to the saints
i to fight for them and save .them. On the
step which runs along the side wall of the
| nave sat numbers of little children, some

looking grave and quiet, and others play-
mg.
I wondered how they were bearing the
fright at home, and I recollected what
lanxiety Lisbeth would suffer about Elsie.
Sylvie and Louise were at school; and how
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terrified they would be. There was no one.
to see after them but me; so I made my
way with difficuity through the mass of
people to the north door of the cathedral,
and passed out into the street.

The siege, after weary weeks and months
of indescribable suffering, comes to a close.

THE WHITE FLAG.

Every day sawthe want, the famine, and
the deaths grow greater. Lisbeth told us
that they were running short of everything
that was needed in the hospitals, while the
number of the patients was increasing al-
most every hour.  As ftor the Botanic Gar-
dens, they were piled up with the graves.
It the bombardment was to oo on much'
longer. the city would be only a heap ot
ruins, peopled with skeletons.

Oue day when T had gone out much later
than usual to visit the cathedral, and was
moving slowly and languidly along the
street facing the grand middle entrance, I
saw a great rabble of the citizens pressing
in at the door under the tower, while aﬁ‘}&:
soldicrs stationed there were doing their
best to beat them back. Most ot the‘n(;
looked wild and wolfish, like the lads .I tf;a
seen fishting for a morsel of hnllly-tl()) ::
turnip; and they fought desperate );'m?x‘tic
ing down the soldiers with their fran ¢
encrgv. A man stood near to me, leaning
against a wall, his wasted hand pressed
avainst his heart, and watching the con-

ict with hungry eyes.
1]1t‘t\“:'ll:2t are%h};y)abppt?” I”asked. i

¢« They are the citizens, hf gasped,
speakiné the words 'pm‘nlully, ‘ )V{th thcA
white ﬂ;m; General Uhrich has lgluseq v()ll.l

ition to surrender, and they will hoist it
petition to sur der W )
themselves. I think I shall die as soon as

NP
Icle?ulie we stood. looking with all our
eves, we and a crowd of others, men and
women, watching the :struggle., an.d catch-
ing now and then a sightof it \.v1thm, as
thz line of citizens passed the windows in
the tower, fighting their way upwards.
At last we saw them come out upor]'thc
gallery which runs along the western front
of the cathedral, and out floated the flag in
white as a small white cloud
against the sky, and we setup a S}}O“tt]of
tr?umph. but only dait(eeble shout for the
ors W raise .

nuf’:f;;ﬁ,grlz-?ing home to carry the ‘gopd
news, when a yell of anger and dcspag‘:
louder than our shout of trlu\mphi,' m}:: :j
me run quickly back again. The f A%d' ad
been torn down, and a troop of S?q‘eﬁ'h
from the garrison had come to disperse the
mob. OL! the dull misery of that disap-
pointment! The crowd was being driven

the air,

tering fierce oaths
back, some of them utter b
an;l éursing General Uhrich; others wail-
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ing and wringing their hands like women.
I, too, went home almost heartbroken, and
stood opposite our old house, once so peace-
ful and happy, looking at the havoc made
in it. There it was, the rooms open to the
rain and wind, the walls tottering ; more
than halt of it gone. On a standing, there
was hanging yet a picture of Christ on the
cross. It haunted me all night long; for
my head was weak, and full of fancies, and
I could not keep it out of my mind that He
was being crucified afresh “in Strasbourg.
But only the next day, late in the evening,
when it was almost too dark to see it save
for a few minutes, the white flag floated
once more trom the cathedral tower, and
no one threw it down again. The news
seemed to spread like wild-fire through the
city, for how we heard it I never knew.
All I recollect iz that I dragged Gretchen
up out of the cellar, and carried Elsie in
my arms, to see the blessed sight. Hun-
dreds of miserable creatures crept out of
their dens, wan and wasted, to lift up their
eyes to the flag on the tower, and then fel] to
weeping,partly for joy and partly for sorrow.
In a few minutes after it had floated there.
the dreadful booming of the cannon ceased;
and though our ears, so long accustomed
to the roar, listened for it, it was gone. and
not an echo of it was left. Neither Gret-
chen nor I could sleep that night for the
very stillness, but my grandmother and
Elsie slept peacefully.

The Germans entered Strasbourg the
next morning, bringing with them wag-
gon-loads of provisions, which had been
prepared in readiness against the surren-
der. You should have seen the crowds of
all sorts of people thronging round the
waggons, with glistening eyes, eager to
snatch away the first thing put into their
hands. Our old friends across the Rhine
had not forgotten us, nor had they turned
into enemics. The soldiers themselves,
who had been doing all they could to des-
troyus, were now ready to share what they
had with us. The “suddenness of the
change was almost more than we could
bear: we could hardly believe it; and one
or two old people died, they said. of joy
that the trouble and the terror were ail
over at last.

Tur Lire axp TiMEs oF HeNrRY Lorp
BrouvGHAM. Written by Himself, In
three volumes. Vol.I. New York:
Harper Brothers. For sale by Daw-
son Brothers, Montreal.

Lord Brougham’s Autobiography is
printed, in accordance with his express
instructions to his executors, just as writ-
ten by the distinguished statesman without
alteration or omission, and cannot fail to
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be intenscly interesting to every student of {
history. This first volume extends over a
space of about thirty-three years. from the
author's birth, in 1778, to the Peninsular
War. treating. of course, a great variety of
topics of political, literary and social

interest.

Tue OciLvies. A Novel. By the author
of * John Halifax, Gentleman.” New
York : Hlarper Bros. For saleby Daw-

son Bros., Montreal.

Another volume of Harper's Green and
Gold edition of Miss Mulocks works. ** The
Ogilvies” is the author’s first novel, and
derives increased interest from the reputa-
tion she has since achieved by her more
celebrated works.

Porams ny BreT IlarTE. Toronto: The
Canadian News and Publishing Com-
pany. Forsale by Dawson Bros.

The sadden and extraordinary celebrity

{o which the author of these poems has

attained is sutlicient proof of his genius.

Often coarse and sometimes profane in his

expressions. yet his serious efforts possese

a grace of diction, and his verses in

dialect’” a humor and pathos which stamp

him apoet. Iis most popularpiece, ¢“ The

Heathen Chinee,” forms the subject of the

numerous engravings with which this edi-

tion is illustrated. We subjoin this cele-
brated satirical ballad :—

Which I wish to remark,—
And my language is plain,—
That for ways that are dark
And for tricks that are vain,
The heathen Chinee is peculiar,
\Which the same 1 would rise to explain.

Ah Sin was his name;
And I chall not deny

In vegard to the same
What that name might imply;

But his smile it was pensive and childlike
As I frequent remarked to Bill Nye.

It was August the third:
And quite soft was the skies;
Which it mizht be inferred
That Ah Sin was likewise |
Yet he played it that day upon William
And me in away I despise.

Which we had a small game,

And Ah Sin took a hand;

The Ogilvics.—Tocms by Bret Harle.

It was Euchre. Thesame
He did not understand.
But he smiled as he sat by the table,
With the smile that was childlike and bland.

Yet the cards they were stocked
In a way that I grieve,

And my feclings were shocked
At the state of Nye’s sleeve,

IWhich was stuffed full of aces and bowers,
And the same with intent to deccive.

But the hands that were played
By that heathen Chinee,

And the points that he made
Were quite frightful to see,—

Till at last he put down a right bower,
Which the same Nye had dealt unto me.

Then T looked up at N’ye,
And he gazed up at me;

And he rose with a sigh,
And he said—'* Can this be?

We ave ruined by Chinese cheap labor,”
And he went tor that heathen Chinee.

In the scene that ensued
I did not takke a hand,

But the floor it was strewed ——
1ike the leaves on the strand

1With the cards that Ah Sin had been huding,
In the game * he did not understand.”

In his slecves, which were long,
e had twenty-four packs,—

Which was coming it strong,
vet I state but the facts;

And we found on his nails, which were taper,
Whatis frequent in tapers—that’s wax.

Which is why I remark,
And my language is plain,
That for-ways that are dark,
And for tricks that are vain,
The heathen Chinec §s peculiar,
Which the same I am free to maintain.

Owr LIFE IN Cuixa. By Helen S. C.
New York: Robert Carter &
Brothers. For sale by F. E. Grafton,
Montreal. '

Nevins,

Mrs. Nevins has the merit of a very in-
teresting She spent about ten
years in China as a missionary, and tells
her story simply and entertainingly. But
a small portion of the book is occupied by
the details of missionary work, most of it
being devoted to accounts of the country
and people. The volume is illustrated
with several fine engravings.

stvle.
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WORKING FOR JESUs: or Individual Effort
for the Salvation of Precious Souls.
By Rev. J. A. R. Dickson, of London,
C. W. London: G. W. Partridge.
Montreal: F. E. Grafton.

CONVERSATIONS ON WAR AND GENERAL]
CULTURE. By the author of *“Friends
in Corancil,” Bhston: Raberts Bros
For sale by Dawson Bros., Montreal.

The readers of Arthur Ielps® former
works will gladly welcome another book | Thisisatract which takes up the question
from his able pen. The present volume | ‘ of how the masses are to be Chnstw.nm.d
treats. in the 'mthm- s usual masterly man- ; and urges strongly thal the active labor of

. of the conncction between War and | every Christian is needed for the work, .

Caltule. or, rather. between War and lack
of Culture: the conversations being, of! Tie CANADA LANCET.
course, called out by the late European

contest. This is a Monthly Journal of Medical and

Surgical science, published by I. Fulton,

ASm\nFRS(‘RI“TLRPIIIQOR\'-I‘:l:tﬁ]b‘ M.D, Toronto. The April number con-
William Smith, D.C. L., LL.D.; Itus- | tains as a leader. an able article on pheno-
trated by engravings on wood. \cw' mena of life maintained and controlled by

For sale | two antagonistic principles of innervation;

~and a variety of original and selected

“matter, interesting to the profession.

York: ITarper and Brothers.
by Dawson Bros., Montreal.
This work is, as the preface states,
designed to supply a condensed manual .Of .
Secripture History for the junior classes in THE HeAD oF tHe FamiLv. A Novel.
Schools, and for the Family, to be used in | By the author of “John Halifax,
conjunction with, and not at all in place of | ngtlemqn, “ Olive,” “The Ogil-
the Bible. Tables of Chronology, weights vies,” &c¢.  New York: Harper Bros.
measures, and money are appended, and we For sale by Dawson Bros. .y Montreal.
think the book will be found very useful by Miss Mulock’s works are too well known
Parents and Teachers, to need commendation. The present

Fraxcr perore EUrROPE. By Jules Miche- | volume contains the touching story of a
let.  Translated from the French.|young man who faithfully devoted the
Boston: Roberts Brothers. For sakzbc*t years of his life to supporting and
by Dawson Brothers, Montreal. ‘training a large family of orphaned bro-

A good translation of M. Michelet's lIast thers and sisters.

work. The aunthor,in his usual terse, bold i

style, traces the causes which led to the ‘ A VISIT To MY DiSCONTENTED COUSIN.

late war ; the serious consequences to Boston: Roberts Brothers. For sale

Europe which, in his opinion, would have | by Dawson Brothers, Montreal.

ensued from the overthrow of the French Number eight of the Handy Volume

nation, and the national glory which must | I series. The Discontented Cousin makes

follow from the national unity which has: smany very sensible speeches, and the con-
been so conspicuously shown through all 'versations between him and his fricnd are
the sufferings which his country has under- ‘ relieved by anecdotes and stories, while

h noble fortitude and unfail-' suf’ﬁcuent of a plot runs through the book

to give it unity.

- gone with suc
ing courage.
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THE LATE DEAN ALFORD.
Early in the month of January last, Dean
Alford of Canterbury, a widely-known
dignitary of the Church of England, died
at the age of sixty-one years. The Dean
had won a high reputation as

poet.
preliminary cducation which he received
at Ilminster Grammar School he completed
at Trinity College, Cambridge, of which
he was, in 1834, elected a Fellow. From
1835 to 1853 he was Vicar of Wymeswold,

critic, as an cloquent preacher, and as a}
He was born in London, and the A
_scribers cannot get them bound in their

PUBLISHERS’ NOTICE.

This number concludes Part First of the

! DomixtoN MONTHLY for 1871, and, accord-
ling to promise, we furnish with it an
|

a Biblical | index and title page. The six numbers,

from January to June inclusive, will form
a handsome volume of 380 pages. If sub-

'own neighborhood, they may forward
ithem to us post paid—five cents will pay
ithe six numbers—with thirty cents for

i binding and return postage.
b

fulfitling likewise the duties of Hulsean | Part II. of the magazine for 1871 will
Lecturer in the University of Cambridge | commence with the next or July number,
during 1841-2, and Examiner of Logic and | and new subscribers are invited to begin
Moral Philosophy in the University of | Withit. They may either remit a yea’s

London for sixteen years. During this
time he engaged in literary labor. Ilis
principal work was an edition of the Greek
Testamentin five volumes, which occupied
him just twenty years, from 1841 to 1861.
It was recognized as a work of great erudi-
tion, and it passed through several
editions. He also published a revised edi-
tion of the New Testament, many volumes
of sermons, and acted as editor ofthe Con-
temporary Review. In 1837, on the death
of Dean Lyall, he was appointed to the
Deanery of Canterbury by Lord Palmer-
ston. The Church of England lost one of
its brightest ornaments by his death. Asa
learned and candid commentator, and a
genial, catholic-minded Christian, he had
few, if equals in his generation.
We giveas a frontispiece this month a most
excellent portrait of thiseminent scholiast.

any,

| subscription, $1.50, or hall a year’s sub-
scription, 75 cents; or, if they will form
clubs of five remitting at once, the price
will only be one dollar per annum to each,
or half a dollar for the half year.

The NEw DomiNioN MONTHLY contains
a rich variety of elegant, entertaining and
useful literature, and every number is
embellished with the portrait of some pro-
minent individual, or other pictorial illus-
tration. and a piece of choice music. Itis
also eminently a British American maga-
zine,being richin descriptive and historical
sketches, and tales illustrative of life in
the various provinces, legends of the
Indian tribes, &c., &c. The llome Depart-
ment alonc will, we think, be found worth
to a family the whole subscription. The
Children’s Department will also be found
very lively and valuable.




NEWSPAPER ADVERTISING.

BOOK of 125 closely printed pages, lately issued, contains a list of the bést
A_ American Advertising Mediums, giving the names, circulations, and full parti-
culars concerning the leading Daily and Weekly Political and Family Newspgp‘ers,
together with all those having large circulations, published in the interest of Religion,
Agriculture, Literature, &c., &c. Every advertiser, and every person who contem-
plates becoming such, will find this book of great value. Mailed free to any address on
receipt of 25 cents. GEO. P. ROWELL & CO.,

Publishers, No. 40 Park Row, New York.

TO PASTORS AND SCHOOI.- TEMPERANCE TRACTS.

TEACHERS.

i 1 ¢ The Montreal series is published to meet a demand
Ministers of religion of all denominations, who are | that is felt wherover temperance efforts are active.
in charge of congreautions, are respectfully informed | The most important and interesting matter bearing on
thatthey can bave the SEMI-WEEK Ly WITN kS8, which | the temperunce cause that con be selected is made up
is published at Two Dollars (the edition most suitable semi-monthly in & tract of 4 double-column puges, and
’fg)r‘-)lltemrv men in the country) at Half-price, or ONF | 300 of any number, or of assorted numbers will be sent
ﬁOLLA RPER ANNUM. Orif thev prefer tho DALY post-paid by mail for one dollar, Twenty coples of
WITNESS, which dn Pantished &t Three Dollars, they | each lssue will be sent post-paid for & gar Tor B1.o0
ay haveit for TWO DOLLARS. Formerly Minlsters remitted in advance.
mex:e charged the full price; but their papers were not
:vu)p[)ed when subscription expired, as is the case of

JOHN DOUGALL & SON,
AL O oimaa, and 1t Seomeq var (aused many Publ 1
pa standings, and it is S i . :
:;,r,]tlénge}r“:‘ n‘vt;- a,fd make the rule of prepayment abso- ublishers. Montrea

orm. It will be observed that the offer of a
]u?ﬁ}gtilg::fi‘n our prices to Ministers does not extend to
T publications but the DAILY and SEMI-W EEKLY
WITRESS. is also extended to School Teachers, Al \e N .
N q;l;g\:d«:lf"t}l?ggiégt‘illu ortance to the country of thefr ’I IIE FAMII‘]‘ DO(/TO]{ ’
mhnra in training the rising generation. who. in send-

}’,:g their orders, will please specify the school with on
which they &re connected. ’

JOHN DOUGALL & SON, MRS. BARRY AND HER BOURBON.
Publishers, Montreal.

A cheap reprint of the above thrilling temperance
tale, published in handsome pamphlet form,is now
ready.

JOB PRINTING.

© WITNESS”
PRINTING HOUSE.

STEAM — JOHN DOUGALL & SON,
STYLE PUBLISHERS, Montreal.
ELEGANCE IN LB,

EXCELLENCE IN WORKMANSHIP e
MODERATION IN CHARGES,

PRICE-TWENTY-FIVE CENTS,
A liberal discount to the trade.

PROMPTNESS IN EXECUTION, ’I‘HE FENIAN RAID OF 1870,

. N ROMISES.

FULFILMENT OF PROX A HANDSOME BOOK OF 73 PAGES,

X PAMPHLETS Containlng the Story of the Raid of 1870, by Re-
CARDS, . porters present at the Scenes, A third edition of this
CIRCULARS. REPORTS. ;r)l\ge{;?sct ng Work is now ready. Sent free by niuil for

' Qs irty cents.

BILL HEADS. ADDRESSES, JOHN DOUGALL & SON,
PAMPHLETS, SHRMONS, Publishers, Montreal.
(~A;ALOGUE< PROGRAMMES,
. o NK S —
APPEAL CASES, LAW BLANKS

HAND-BILLS, RN, e FET I T
ggggﬂ'umom POSTERS. ’l‘[lh FRUIT CULTURIST,

AN A Series of Letters to a beginner in fruit culture.

Ample facilities for all kinds of GENERAIL JObL By JAMES DOUGALL, of Windsor Nurseries. Free by
PRINTING. mail for 25 cents.

Orders solicited.

N JOHUN DOUGALL & SON.
JOHN DOUGALL ::[(?STR'EAL. Publishers, Montreal.
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INSURANCE COMPANY

Of Hartford, Conn.
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CASH ASSETS, - -  $1550,000.
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GRANTS BOTH
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INSURANOE,

SEPARATELY OR COMBINED,

AT LOW RATES OF PREMIUM.

K3

The Life and Endowment Policies of this Company combine ampre
srcrriTy and CHEAPNES: 0F OST tnder A BewINITE coNTRACT. Al policies
non-forivitable.

Accident Policies written by Ngents, insurivg $300 to 510,000 against

fatal accident, or $3 to 350 weekly indemnity tn »\hn’l\ disabling bodily
jury,  Oldest aceident company in Anietica.

Al J. 6. BATTERSON, President,
RODNEY DENNIS, Secretary,
CHAS: E. WILSON, Asst Secy.
GEO. B. LESTER, Actuary.
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